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PRE FA CH 


\HE Author, in preſenting himſelf 


before the high court of public exa- 


mination, is ſenſible of all the alarm and 


terror of a young delinquent ; who, from 
apprehenſion and inexperience, ſhrinks from 


the lowring eye of criticiſm ; and conſcious 


of his own demerits, looks up rather to the 
exerciſe of mercy than to the deciſians of 
juſtice - prompted, at the ſame time, by a 
vain deſire of pre poſſeſſing his judges in his 
favour, he is induced to lay before them his 


motives, and his excuſes ;—and then, - to 


wait, with anxious expectation, the event. 


On reading the diary of Chaubert, as 
contained in the Obſerver, publiſned by Mr. 
Cumberland, an idea Was impreſſed upon 
the author's mind of ſome originality in the 


character and he was induced to make a 


h 2 ST trial 


1 


> . 
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vi P REF . 

trial of his abilities, with a view only to his 
own amuſement, and the approbation of a 
ſcle& circle of friends.—But vanity is a 
plant of ſo ſpreading a growth, and the love 
of fame, a principle ſo active and aſpiring, 
that the approbation of a few, created a wiſh 
for that, of more—and deſires, and. hopes 
growing upon each other, at length inſpired 
a thought, which was at firſt unknown —. 
namely that of publiſhing. | 


Tre reader will readily agree with the 
author, that it is by no means a piece cal- 
culated for repreſentation.— The nature of 
the fable rendered it imprafticable zit was 
with much difficulty, and much additional 
circumſtance, that ſcenes of ſo great a length 
of time, could be compreſſed even into the 

ſtate in which they now appear. Neither the 
unities of time or place are preſerved ;— 
and the deficiency in incident and effect, 
ariſing from the conſtitution of the ſtory 


prevent the thoughts of it's ever Paſſing 
| beyond the limits of the cloſet. 


Fax 


PRAEF ACK * 

" Ti author, wherever in his power, has 
availed himſelf of the very pictureſque and 
poetical language, as well as of the ſtriking 
and characteriſtic events of the original 
not being able to amend, he choſe rather to 
adopt—namely, in the 2d and 7th ſcenes of 
the third Act; the 6th and 7th of the 4th; 
and the 3d and 6th of the 5th Act; as alſo 
in the relation of the attempt to poiſon 


| Chaubert, in the ſpeech of Valois, 1 
ing his laſt. 


Tia remains ſomewhat: to be offered 
in extenuation of the many faults that will 
be here conſpicuous ;—it 1s a firſt, and a ju- 

yenile production it was compoſed under 
: many, and unavoidable diſadvantages—only 
during the interval of neceſſary duties; and 
for the ſhort ſpace of an hour at a time 
interrupted by continued cireumſtances 
and confuſed by numberleſs diftraftions ;— 
| amidſt the chat of females—the noiſe of 


children—and the thrummings of a harp- 
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VALOIS AND LYONS. 


VALOIS. 


YONs | well met ; the e morn ſalutes 
Our panting hopes; the day is fair; and ſeems 


Upon its ruddy face to wear a ſmile 
At thoughts of what "twill meet with ere it ſet. 


LYON 8, 


The mornin g is awake - but ere the morn 


Long time awoke my thoughts; for to the ſoul 
8 Aſpiring 
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Refuſe its balſam to the couch of wealth? 


5 CHAUBEAT;, ON, 


Aſpiring and ambitious, there's no time 


For void inaQtion ;—the ſtill ſhades of night 
Give but a ſilent pauſe for meditation, . 


Mid the more active ſcenes of buſy day. 


Have you ſeen Chaubert yet ? 


V ALOIS. 


He is net ſtirring— 
Tis not for him to leave the weary pillow, i 
That reſtleſs care implants with many a thorn. 
Lyons ! Tis we—that ftriving to repair 
The frowns of Fortune by the toils of wit, 
Muſt toſs, and tumble on th' unwelcome bed, 
Can cares moleſt, or the ſoft power of fleep ' 


And Chaubert ſtands, thou know'ft, the richeft,firſt,, 
The beſt, and moſt beloy'd, in this our Bourdeaux, 


\ 


LY 0 £ 


He: ſtands ſo nöw—but tis a dipp'ry ground 
And for his claims, be wealth once gain'd or loſt, 
The reſt will follow, mere appendages. 

And ſill, tho' Fortune ſmiles, and cares afar 
Keep their long diſtance, ſleep can ne'er be his; 
For love is of ſo wakeful a complexion, 

No opiate e' er could lull it into reſt. 


mol” 


* 


VA 15. 


THE MISANTHROPE) 2 


vir ave 


Laſt night I left him, brooding o'er his j joys, 


High wrought with hope, and full of ecſtaſy ; 
And, like the Miſer, counting o'er his wealth, 
Unheedful of the thief that watches him. 


LY 0 ne 
You left him then, cloſe blinded to our views 5 
Warm to his friend, and of his miſtreſs fond, 
Wrapt ſtill in Valois, doating on Log: 


More fond than ever—ev'ry word i 15 love 5 
His eager ſoul glows more intenſe, and beats 
With quicker throbs, at proſpect of its prize. 
Hope ſeems to verge on rapturous enjoyment; 
And warm attraction quickens all his ſoul ;j— 
Like as the needle, as it nearer draws, 
Ruſhes at once, and darts upon the magnet. 


L 1 
: And, like the needle, fixed upon its point, 
He keeps his blinded, and devoted eyes, 
Attent on error ; nor perceives the plots, 
That drawing to their center, thicken round him; 
He thinks Louiſa fond, as ſhe pretends, _ 
Nor dreams that Valois is his happy rival; 
He thinks her ſoft, and fair, and milky mild; | 
2 . 


FTC % 


Nor knows her manly ſoul, and vaſt ambition; 
Her hatred of himſeif, and love of thee. 


„„ 


He views me as the partner of his ſoul; 
And thinks that in the treas'ry of this heart, 
His life, his fortune, and his love are ſafe. 


And fool'd by ſpecious words, and fair pretences, 
Sees not his wealth now falling in my hands, 
His miſtreſs, at the moment of enjoyment, 

My happier portion, and his life, in danger. 


TOY OMNSG 


Tiis thus that confidence, and careleſs truſt, 
And what the madly judging world deem virtue, 
Lay wide the heart a prey to every ſnare. | 
Chaubert himſelf, unknowing of deceit, 

And moving on in one fair track of truth, 
Thinks not that others tread a rugged path, 


WAL 01+ 
Bleſt be the hour, that firſt conjoin'd our fates ! 
Which thro? a tedious train of wily ſcenes 


Now hail the rich completion of their blifs. 

Want firſt united us; what want begun, ” 

Choice ſince has ſanction'd, and ſucceſs confirm d. 

'Tis to thy active brain, and ſubtle ſchemes, 

I owe each flatt'ring proſpect of enjoyment ; 
— And, 


THE MISANTHROPE. 5 


And; tho? the fruits ſeem more to greet my fortune, | 
The half, as firſt was bargain'd, ſhall be thine, 

And when in all my wealth profuſely wrapt, 

(Tho' well thou know'ſt how highly I apprize it) 
I'll give thee up thy ſhare without a ſigh. | 


Lb YOM 
Valois! thou well acknowledgeſt my claims; 
My head muſt plan, my hands perform the whole. 
Thou loveſt wealth ;--nay own'it, with rapture 
oywn'ſt it. 
And he that loves it I muſt have a ſoul 
Not form'd for courage, or for daring deeds. 
I too love wealth ; but not as dotards love; 
My ſoul more wakens at ambition's call; 
Is fond of action; loves to be engag'd; 
And were it to ſit down in quiet long, 
Would fret itſelf away, from mad vexation. 


V AE 0 LE 


Nay, take the honor, if be mine the fruits. 
One half of Chaubert's property 's ſecure— 
The bills we 'ave forged are now in circulation, - 
Too far to be detected—ſhould they chance, f 
From any unforeſeen, or hapleſs cauſe, 
To meet diſcovery; the puniſhment 
Will light on Lewis, my ungrateful ſon. | 
His name, ſo aptly feign'd, will keep us ſafe; 
Then will he know what tis to ſcorn a father. 
333 % 
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L Y ON & 


And well does he deſerve it; for his arm 


Watches round Chaubert, as his guardian angel; 


And, ſtill as we would ſtrike, wards off the blow. 


„„ 


True, Chaubert lov'd him, watch'd him, che. 
riſh'd him, | 


And, like a younger brother, Vs him up; 


What time, in midft of mis'ry, I was left 
- At once a youth, a widower „and parent, 


L YO N 8. 


A Nay, leave him to his fate—'twere ſafeſt ſa. 


o tie ſure now remains; for nature points 


The diff rence twixt a father and a friend, _ 
Have you ſetur'd what elſe is left of Chaubert's ? 


TT AL O1 


Yes; he intends this morning, ere the rites 


(As he is flatter'd), be conſummated, 


To give Louiſa, at her own diſpoſal, 
Half his eſtate—this 92 5 what elſe remains, 


L TX: ©. N 8. 
Nought, but the 


NALDILS, 


* 


THE MISANTHROPE. 7. 


ng) 8. 
What? 387 : 
Wat! know'ſt thou not ?—The poiſon, 
VA b 19S 
And could it not be done without his death ? 
Perchance we may miſcarry, be detected. 
L . 
| Have not I ſaid thy ſoul was void of courage? 
Thy coward mind till ſtartles at extremes. 


What! doſt thou fear the danger of the deed? 


Or, does the guilt appal thee ?—But, he comes; 
I will away, and leave you to your taſk. | 


8 C E ? 


VALOTS;: ( 
Now, then, to act my part, and end the play: 0 
To ſummon up each well-tim'd artifice; 


To counterfeit once more the warmth of friendſhip, 
The ſhew of virtue, and the ſmile of truth, 


1 Nr Pi 2 r 5 SR: : 
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Dy a 


8. N * I. 


Cnavarzr—Vaions, (Chaubert EE eagerly 
takes ” alois by the hand. ) 


CHAUnERT:. 


BEST, V ALots, be the day, and bleſt the ſun 


That gilds this happy morn with roſeate beams ; 


And ſmiles, in uniſon with nature round, — 


V4 L 0.1.8. 


And bleſt be thoſe that Virtue joys to own, 


That kindly Nature waſtes herſelf to bleſs, 
And fay'ring Fortune hails with friendly voice. | 


CHAURERT.. 


O! let revolving time, amid his courſe, 


Stand ſtill and gaze upon its each return; 


Still, on his wings, ſome mightier bleſſing bear, 
And rule, with happier influence, the world.-- 


Let the young morn ariſe, with brighter rays, 


And Phcebus gin his courſe, with higher gee; 5 


All Nature join to hail the jubilee ;— 
The chirping ſongſter, perch'd upon the ſpray, 


Still ſweetly warble to the peep of morn; 


Whilſt 


THE MISANTHROPE. | 9 


Whils pearly dew-drops nab at his fell 3 
The glad' ning flow'rs diſcloſe their varied Ns 5 
And to the genial ſun's all-ſearching rays, 

Reveal the glowing luſtre of their charms.—- 


CH A: UB EK. | 
| Yes; let it ſtand enroll'd in annals long; 
Big with ſome bleſt event to human kind; 
Sacred to virtue, happineſs, and love. 
Each rolling year renew ſome great emprize, 
Or blazon out ſome gallant Chieftain's birth; 
The child of virtue, and the friend of man 
O!] join thy rapturous acclaims, and hail 
Th' auſpicious hour that makes thy Chaubert bleſt, : 


VA L O11 8 
Warm from its inmo# cell, tranſported leaps 
My eager ſoul, and joins thy fondeſt wiſnes _ 
For Friendſhip knows no individual thought; 1 
But magic ſympathy, in either breaſt, 
By e mi awakes the ſame. 


. 0 H A UB E R T. 
Full well I know the ardor of thy love, 
Full well thy joy at this all-bliſsful hour, 
That makes Louiſa mine; that joins two ſouls 


In tendꝰreſt union Hear ns! the enrapt ring 


thought | 
Tranſports 7 


wo CHA UB EN T OR, 


Tranſports my ſenſes ; fills me with delight 

T hat craves participation. —QO ! Valois, fay, 
| Ts ſhe not heav'nly fair, and ſoft, and good? 
»—Valois-! thou know'ſt her not—or, if thou doſt, 
Thou know'ſt her but by halves; as wretches know 
At diſtance, and obſcure, the Gods they worſhip, 
| Haſt thou e' er heard her ſummary of charms ? 
Has my fond tongue e' er told thee of her praiſe ? 


„ é 0:4: 
I wou'd fay thee. no, for fain thou a have 
it ſo. 


C HAU BERT. 


O ! thou haſt heard full many a lover tel] 
Of thouſand charms that on his miſtreſs hang . 
One praiſe the dimple of her cheek, and ſwear 
T were fit but to ſet diamonds in withal ; 
And then, be ſure, to eke out the conceit, 
Would find the faireſt diamonds in her EYES, — — 
And one would tell of beauties exquilite ; 
A waiſt, as taper as the lily's ſtalk ;. 
Or boſom, white as ſnow-drops in the ſpring : 
Or breath, as ſweet as groves of jeſſamine. 
Another ſings a carol to her wit; 
Or talks of majeſty, and noble grace—— 
But here—by Heav'ns ! it were a fin to name : 
A hogle beauty, or a ſep'rate charm; 

15 5 Her 
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ä Her lovely e concentrates ev'ry bliſs 5; 
She ſhines a conſtellation of delight, 


That, rapt, we love, admire, and adore, 


v A I, 0 1 f 


Purſue, my Friend, the favor'd, flatt'ring theme ; 
Each warm affection wakens in my breaſt, 
And ſtamps thy fond encomiums true (tis well; 
This goads me on; adds fuel to the flame; 

And cheriſhes the purpoſe of my ſoul.) 


2 
S HAU BERT. 


Oi call ! paint to thee her peerleſs charms, | 

And picture out the beauties that adorn her ? 

— Say, haſt thou ſeen the riſing orb of night _ 

Hanging, in ſoften'd, moving majeſty, 

Juſt o'er th' horizon; and with looks aſkaunce, 

O'er the high hill, diffuſe a tender light? 

So hang, reclining in their fluid ſpheres, 

Her melting eyes, that beam with pureſt luſtre 5 5 

Whilſt, round her lovely face, in treſſes ſweet, 

The flowing locks, (where many a wanton love | 

| Sits ſporting) fair beſkirt the heav'nly ſcene : 

Like as at ſummer's eve, the auburn clouds 

Fringe round the dropping curtain of the ſky. 

Her 8 are like the ene roſe, 
Fin 


F OR, 


Enrich'd with all the perfume of the Eaſt ; 
Bluſhing in beauty, and without a thorn. 


% 
How bleſt were Jove to quit his high abode, 
His feaſts nectareous, and to banquet here! 


HA UB EN F. 


But ſhall my thoughts no higher riſe, nor rate 
The matchleſs charms and virtues of her mind? 
Feaſt on the outward excellence alone, 

Nor ever reach the higher heav'n within ?— 

O] could'ſt thou pierce the cloſet of her ſoul, 

And view the volume of her mind unroll'd, 

Thou wou'dſt find it fraught with ſuch divine 
perfection ; 

Rich with ſuch ſtores of knowledge and of TOE 

That thou would'ſt change Wy every nk 
thought, ; 

Throw matter by, and think alone of ſoul. 

For, as her face ſhines the ſoft ſeat of love; 

Where every charm reſides, and every joy; 

So is her mind of graces fair, the ſchool, 

Where judgment ſits, and teaches innocence, 

And chearful wit, and ſober reaſon dwell ; 

' Whilſt her pure heart ſo tempers all the frame, 

That virtue, modeſty, and ſimple truth, 

At once refine, and ſeem t' obſcure the reſt. 


„ 
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True, ſhe is all thou ſay't—nay, more than all; 
Nor does thy love aught injury to truth. | 
How bleſt thy lot to call ſuch charms thine own; 
And ſtand upon the eve of ſweet enjoyment! _ 
Yes—as a friend, the warmeſt, trueſt friend, 

I give thee Joy 3 as one that owes thee all, 
Bound by each tie of gratitude and love. 


V 
Hence with the eee thou ow'ſt 
me nothing: | 

And let me tell thee, (but I know thee well) 


This ſubject is not right; for gratitude 
Too much expreſs'd, bears hard on wounded pride. 


V, A LOTT © 

What! muſt I not enjoy the poor reſerve 
Of rend'ring thanks for all that I enjoy JG 
The ſea-beat wretch, that, on the clefted plank, 
*Scapes the rude ſurge, and climbs the deſart ſhore ; 
There, tho' deſpoil'd of all, will grateful kneel, 
And thank, for life, his tutelary Saint.— — 
And, ſhall I then be dumb, when life I owe, 
And all its charities, and dear enjoyments, 


To thee, my friend, my patron, and preſerver ? ; 


CHAUBERT. 


* 5 


_ CHAUBER T; OR, 


CHAUBERT. 


Valois ! thou ow'ſt me nothing. What am I ? 
What can I claim, myſelf a weak dependant, _ 
By way of debt, from one that is my fellow? 
Is 't not enough, the pleaſing, grateful thought, 
 Tave been the inſtrument of gracious heav'n, 


In faving thee, to bleſs and ſerve mankind? _ 
What though the beating waves impetuous roar'd 


Above our briny heads, as bearing thee, 
I journey 'd thro” the deep; that ſov'reign pow'r 
That all ſuſtains, was my ſupport, as thine. 


v ALOES 


Didft ho not ſave me from the abyſs of woe, 
Bid wreaths of flowers crown the thorns of . 


Repleniſh each deficiency of Nature, 
And bleſs me with 9 and j Joy, 3 and plenty? 7 


CHAUBERT. 


And what is wealth ?—And why us Nature 
-- Jpread 
The lot of human life ſo different ? 
Why give to one a ſurplus of enjoyment, 
But to diffuſe it where her ſcant ſupply 
Has made it wanting; but to wake the flame 
Of warm benevolence, and ſocial love? 


Th us 


1E MISANTHROPE, 


Thus to ſupply her inequalities, 
And be ourſelves the means of other” p bleſlngs, 


I 


Haſt thou not taken 8 the haggard lap 
Of poverty, and reſcued from his fate, 
The youthful heir of my afflitions, 
| That follow'd on fo early on my years? 
Haſt thou not brought him up beneath thy care, 
Been his Preſerver, teacher, 1 friend? 


CHAUBERT, 


1 Valois, haſt not thou by far. o'er paid 
Each petty ſervice, fortune help'd me do thee? 
Tis to thy friendſhip, and that ſympathy 

Of ſouls, which joins each action of our Jives, 
I owe my higheſt joys For what were life? 
A tedious, dull, and frightful pilgrimage, 
When undertook alone; when the proud ſoul 
Reſts on itſelf, to ſocial impulſe dead. 

But pleafing is this fair hoſtility ; 
This fond reciprocation of our claims; 
For when the heart, like mine, is Warne. by 
paſſion, To: 
And love has open'd ey'ry PE ps pore, 
Tis ready to exhale the diſtill'd ſweets - 
Of each refin'd affeftion, | 


VALOIS. 


ons 


See, ſhe comes, — 


CHAUBERT. 


17 hus, on the orient dawn of ſmiling day, | 
The blooming flow'ret opes his dazzled eyes; 
Salutes the ſweet return of light and joy, 
And glows beneath its cheering influence, 

VPV 
Lovisa—CHAuBeRT—VALos. 


How faint th' impreſſions heretofore of joy! 
How vain, till now, each dream of fancied bliſs! 
Ves; I have thought of many an ecftacy, 
And felt, full oft, imaginary joys ; | 
But never knew, till now, the rapt'rous height 

Of Nature's full capaeity.— 
Along, my love! and let us hail the hour 
That here e and makes one Deng of us. 


L 0 „ 
O Chaubert ! ſpare the bluſhes of my love ! 


Forgive the trem'lous fears of innocence. — 
When, on the mountain's top, the wanton breeze 
Fans the ſoft boſom of the amorous roſe, 


And courts with dalliance fair its blooming charms - 
Turns 


THE MISANTHROPE: 7 
Ws + not its head away with modeſt ſhame ? 
| Bend not its branches, diffident; and coy? 
Yes, till this hour, my inmoſt thought was thine ” 
I knew no wiſh; but hope might ſafe adopt; 
I knew no thought, but purity might tell; 

And buried ev'ry feeling i in thy arms. 

But now the ſenſe of ſhame, and cold reſerve, 


Tell me all is not right ;—they whiſper ſtill 
The loſs of i innocence, and maiden truth. 


CHAUBERT. 


01 ſweeteſt bloom of virgin modeſty | 
This weak reſerve far more enchants my ſoul | 
Than the wild raptures of tranſported love. 
But drop thy ey 'ry fear, and let thy heart 
Give ſanction t to > thoſe 8 775 that ſeal*d conſent, 


1. 04 % % 


And did I then conſent ? And muſt I loſe 
Each fond idea of my maiden truth :- 
Adieu! thou beſt companion of my heart; Z 
Long haſt ebou been, my guardian and my guide; 35 
Beneath thy dear protection have I dar'd 8 
To mix in ſportive play, a and hear the tales 
Of tender love; ; unknowing fear or guile, 
| Simplicity! tis thou art virtue's guard; 
Void of ſuſpicious, or unholy thoughts; | 


Far more ſecure defence, than fear can give 3 ; 
4.5 VVV Than 


i 
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Than rigid fetters, or than guardians fierce. 

0] Chaubert! Chaubert! pity my diſtreſs ; ; 
And if thy heart inherits tender love, 

And burns with holy flames of pure affection; 

In pity to my fearful innocence, 

Leave me ſome longer 


CHAUBERT. 


| And is it thus, 
You treat the patient fondneſs of a lover, 


That long! has liv'd on hopes of 1 Joy ? 


— 


Lou rk 


And furs I dallied thus, with him who loves me? 
Forgive my kruelty-tis 0 done; and here, 
Let love and gratitude at once be ſerv'd. 


CHAUBERT. 

Then all ye pow'rs that ſmile on happy love, 
Now crown my bliſs, and witneſs her conſent ! 
Let rapture fill my breaſt, unequall'd, wild; — 
No more alternate hopes, and fears contend 
For maſtery ; and make my ſoul the ſeat 
Of endleſs wars, and incomplete dominion, 
In witneſs of this hour, that j joins our fate, | 
I part my fortune with thee ; ;—here contain'd, 
One half my ſubſtance courts thy envied care. 

1 Mering her a . JT | 


Rej oice 


THE MISANTHROBE. 15 
- Rejoite my foul, that here thou doſt an act 


To benefit mankind; that here thou givſt T- 
The means of TOO to the hands of virtue. 


L 0 U. EY A. 
No, Chaubert—( Refuſing it.) 
Let the ignoble hand receive | 
The ſordid gift of mercenary Sold! 
What ! ſhall Louiſa ſtoop to think of wealth, 
Or give this hallow'd hour to aught but love? 
Shall T impov'riſh him I hope to bleſs ; | 


And rob the noble, generous heart I love ? 


| Nay ; z weigh the conſequences try me not; 3 
For ſhould I prove (what kindly fate forbid) 
Traitor to thee, and ingrate to thy love : 

Say, ſhould I, buoy'd by aggrandized wealth, 
Prove proud, indignant, ſelfiſh, and ungrateful; 
Then were thy bounty moſt miſplac'd, and fatal— 
For truſt me that thou know'ſt not woman's heart; 
How ſoon ſucceſs engenders vanity ; 3 
And vanity works pride; and all the train 

Of hateful ills, that know no boundary. 

I will not tax thy bounty; ; no, my love! 

I'd rather live the prey of poverty; _ 
Expoſe myſelf to fate's moſt wayward pow 75 
And truſt to thee for ev'ry want I know. 
And ſhould'ſ thou chance, (which gracious heay 'n 
forefend) 

T o meet the firſt attack of pitileſs death ; 


C2 ww 


© OCOHAUBERT; OR, 


Why then I would return to what I was; 
And loſing thee, loſe all; for ſurely grief 
Will never crave the bleſſings of abundance 
To feed itſelf withal ; nor pining woe 
Need aught, but want, to Jead her 8 the tomb. 


CHAUBERT: 


Tea, ns! it hall never be ! ! thou wound my 
heart. | i 
Ha! can I bear the thoughts of want or woe 
Ever ta viſit thy all-hallow'd form? 
Or leave adverſities ev'n poſſible ? 
It ſhall not be—refuſe not—on my knees, 


7 UL8-A; 


| Nay, urge me not; my purpoſe i is refol'd, 


A o0*TE 
Pardon me, Madam, but your virtue lacks 
Of prudence, and outrages delicacy ;— 
You do not rob, or beggar him you love 
The wealth he gives, he does not alienate, 
Only transfer; for being yours, 'tis his.— 
And is it virtue's to refuſe the means 
Of helping indigence, ſupporting worth, 
Befriending nature, and relieving woe ?— 


10 01 A. 


THE MISAN Hr 


o 


Since you ſo well perſuade, 5 take the boon; | 
( Taling it) | 
And now I'll call it mine; and when our ws; 


» 


Are ſhortly join'd, as long our hearts have been, 
P11 give it back to him, that gave it me; 
TOY 1 palleſige of my future fate,, 


CHAUBERT. 


01 how th y virtue charms my raptur'd foul * 
Such are the bleſſings of ſuperior love 
Give me thy hand, Louiſa ;—Valois, thine; 
And thus along the ſtream of life we'll ſail 
United the calm gale of proſp'rous fortune 
Shall waft us on, and virtue be the pilot; - 
No adverſe ſtorms of fury, or of ſtrife; 

No rocks of envy, and no guſts of paſſion, 
To interrupt the tenor of our way; 


. 


Ah l- but one wiſh remains; one fookiſh wiſh 
Could but my Chaubert find ſome friendly means | 
To hide the bluſhes of approaching dread; 
| Didft thou but know how my affrighted heart 
Still pants with ſomewhat, near-a-kin to ſhame, 
Thou'dſt pardon all my fears—Ah ! can I bear 
To ſtand the obj of the ſenſeleſs crouyd, 


03 a 
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And hear the ſcoffs and ſports of ridicule, 
From ſuch as void of delicacy, gaze, 

As on we paſs to Hymen's ſacred temple ? 
My trembling feet would never bear their load ; | 
And my perturbed heart would faint within me. 


TA 10-1 8. 


Full well, my friend, I ſee her ſofter fears; 

Nor ſhould we in the roſy path of love : 

Suffer a thorn to grow ; be t mine to ſave 

All outrage, and offence to modeſty ; : 
And keep our purpoſe ſecxet for the time. 

_Louiſa and myſelf, with your good leave, 

Will firſt to church proceed ; within an hour 

You follow ;—thus, will ev'ry vain ſurmiſe 

And rude ſuſpicion be provented——— 


CHAUBERT. 
Thanks | — 
Exact at twelve, be ſure I'll meet you there - 

And now I'm bleſt; now love and friendſhip hail, 
And hail thou pow'r ſupreme | on whom I truſt _ 
For all I have and do ;—whoſe guardian eye 
Perceives,—whoſe hand controuls ;—whoſe mind 

: directs | | war 

Each great, and ſmaller movement of mankind. 
Tis from thy bleſt decree, and juſt proportion, 
That virtue in itſelf is happineſs ;— - 


Tis 
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*Tis from thy kindneſs, and thy love to man, 

That vice is ſtampt with preſent miſery, _ 
Come; all ye ſons of infamy and ſhame ! 

Come, ſee how bleſt the virtuous man's eſtate l 
And leaye your hated paths cor, ſtruck aghaſt, 
Ruſh into ſolitude, and hide your ſins,— 

He riſes, like the morning ſun, in youth, 

And dawns with gentle, and increaſing ſplendor, 


With rays that warm, and light that cheers _ : 


world— | 

As manhood ripens on his growing age, 
In vigor ſtrong, and bleſt with warmer rays; 
In virtue's wide horizon bright he ſhines ; 
No ſ pot is hid from his benign reſearch; 
He ſheds on mis'ry his reviving beams, 


Draws forth pale poverty from cavern'd cells, 


Peeps on the cot, as on the palace ſhines; 
Whilſt, in the ſphere of his benevolence, _ 
Thouſands are warm'd, invigorated, bleſt. 
Age, with its back bow-bend, and palſied face, 
Now hobbles out upon its homely ſtaff; 
And wan diſeaſe ſhakes off its pallid hue, 
And baſks beneath his renovating beams— 
Nor ſhines the proſpect of declining life 
Leſs lovely, and ſerene :—the zenith paſt 
Of vigor, and effulgence, calm he ſinks ; 
And glides adown the evening of his day, 
oft, undbſcur d, and ſets without a cloud. 


C 1 : But, | 


4 
” <0 , 
# . 
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But, now we part; ; for a mort ſpace, adieu! 
At FOE: we meet 


"0 e e 
Es... 


. 0 0 1 . 


Yes we will meet at twelve. — 
But ſuch a meeting, as ſhal] ſhake thy ſoul 
To utter diflolution.—Gods 31 hate | 
Such ſimple, ſilken, ſentimental fools ; 
Whoſe far-fam'd virtue riſes all from weakneſs ; 1 
And thus evaporates in well - ſet words; 
Give me the man, that like my Valois, brave, 
Not tied by cuſtom, nor reſtrain'd by law, 
Dares think of ought, and do, whate'er he wills, 
(Fain would I flatter him, and make him fancy 
A virtue that he has not; — for opinion 
Oft acts as ſtrongly as reality)— [ 2 
Ves, on art mo reſolvꝰd | | 


„ 


| I hope 1 — 
| PEPE each fooliſh phantom of the brain! 
Away each idle whiſpering of fear !— 
Yes ; I am well reſolved, 


LOUISA, 
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Why chen, "tis done 
All now is zain'd ; his life alone denied 
The full completion of our bliſs — for vain 
Were love, and all the dazzling charms of wealth, 
Did there but live the danger of privation, 
That ſtill would hover ofer our fearful heads, 
And canker all the j joys of preſent fate. nh 
Yes ;—thy big mind can bear a bold emprize, 
Far from thoſe cobweb-ſyſtems of refinement ; „ 
Too nice to bear the human touch; too fine 
For Nature's honeſt hand to work upon.— 
Pl tell thee what is virtue ; learn of me ; 
*Tis to be greatly daring tis to boaſt 
The mind with vigor to conceive; with force 
Undaunted to reſolve ; for reſolution | 
Is ſtill the key of aQion—that muſt by firm,— 5g 

V 4; 49 8. 

ol whate'er doubts ariſe, how ſtrong the charny 
Of gentle love, and eloquence to ſtay them * 
Like as the oily ſtream, on ruffled ſeas, 
Spreads a ſoft calm, and quiets all around _ 
Fear, and compunction both two ſleepleſs gueſts) 
Are lull'd to reſt ; and ev'ry weight remov'd, 
By the ſoft magic of thy conq ring tongue. 


Virtus h herſel. 5 . 
LOU ISA. 


| L 7 ? | | 
wo ee 


L O Is 4. 


3 talk of virtue ? 
Art thou to yulgar errors then a fave, 
That cuſtom ſtill impoſes on the world ? 
No—V irtue lives alone on prejudice ;— 
Is ſuck'd in with our milk; and varying ſtill, 
Changes with ev'ry ſtate, and ev'ry clime.— 
The vengeful Indian, and the Arab thief, . 
The faithleſs Hindgo, and laſcivious Turk, 
Each make a virtue of another's yice. 
Go, knuckle to yon hoary-headed prieft, 
And aſk him what it is; Alack ! you hear 
The good man fawn, and ſimper, and relate 
Such pretty tales, and pleaſant fantaſies, 
As ſhall impoſe almoſt on reaſon's ſelf, —> 
Hell tell thee to neglect thyſelf, to make 
Another bleſt ; he'll bid thee rob thyſelf, 
To make thy neighbour rich, and thou—a beggar; 
With ſuch vain ſaws of vile hypocriſy, 
As Nature muſt run counter to; and truth 
Confeſs to live but in th' enthuſiaft's brain, 


3 A L O 1» 
9 hy . are true then how the Randard fix ; 


LO U Is A 


Who can a ſtandard fix? Who "OR a plan Y | 
Does not each differ in conception of it ? 


Is 
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Is not my ſyſtem full as good, and true, 
As any one's that tells thee different ?—- 
Nay ; look all nature round; divide mankind ; ; 
Fong” ſee if moſt incline to me, or Chaubert, | 
WW EIN 0 
Fain would my ears, attent, with eager joy, 
Dray in thy words that ſuit my darken'd ſoul, 


I. 0 r $a 


O! loſe thy ev'ry fear in empty air; 
Nor let the pow'rful force of tyrant law | 
Or bind thy actions, or confine thy thoughts; 
For were it not that mad example taught, 
And early education fix'd its rules, 5 
The world would own that ours were nobleſt e 
. | 


%%% 

Enough my fears are ſtill- there needs no more 
T o fix the dreary purpoſe of my ſoul.— | | 
F ool that he was! to ſhut his ſtubborn eyes; 
And never catch our mutual fond regards; 
But let us lead him heedleſs, blindfold on, 
E'en to the precipice ; now, on the brink, 
As tottering he ſtands, haſte, let us on; 
And puſh him headlong down ;—the-poiſon'd cup 
Shall be this day bis breakfaſt he ſhall die. 


LOUISA. 


6 
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Torre 


The moment now draws near ; and ſhould we | 
chance | 

By fate's moſt adverſe and malignant frown, 

To miſs our aim of death, his eager ſoul 

That equal owns a milkineſs of blood, 

And the warm boiling of impetuous rage; 

(Which Nature frequent ſhakes in one compound) 

Would ſink beneath the aggravated heap 

Of ſharpen'd inſults, exquiſitely wrought, 


How nicely did thy tort'ring art refine 
Upon the miſeries that now o'erhang him! 
What baſhfulnefs, and delicacy fair | 
Dwelt on thy looks, and languiſh'd in thine eyes, 
_ Whilſt with the ſame ſucceſs I wak'd before 
Each movement of his ſoul tow'rds eee 8 
claims; . 
And thanks to my inſinuating arts, 
For this our premature, and half-earn'd wealth, 


LOUIS A 


And now the long-expeCted time is come, 
Phat crowns our deep intent; — that ſecret kept, 
(Secret, as loye's enjoyment, and the hour 


of 
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Of ffolen bliſs, that tied my foul'to thee) 
Now calls for courage, and the laſt atchieve. - 
Valois!—along—hold firm thine heart, and dare 


8 C E N E Vi. 


VALOIS. (Salat.) 


And now, In give a looſe to all my Joy 
And wrap me in the glory of my wealth. 

| Welcome ye dazzling proſpects of delight! 

| Ye glittering, golden ſhow'rs of affluence hail ! 
That charm my wedded foul more than the Joys 
And ſweet endearments all of happy love. 1 bp 
For gold can boaſt an univerſal charm ; 
That moves the young, the old, the.rich, the poor; 


The king, the prieſt ; the Bags and the | 
peaſant ; 


The brighteſt object to the eld aigg eye; ; 
And ſtrongeſt goad to every daring deed. 


End of Aa the Firſt. 


ACT 
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ACT 4% 
SCENE - I. 
Vaton—Lovisa—Entering haſtily. 


„%% 
Cons be our fate. 


1, 0 U 1 8 4. . 


And foul befall the hour, 
That bore ſo vile and croſs an aceident! 


A L O 
Plague on the dire mifchance -an augur ſad 
Of this day's fortune. 


1. 0 0 1 


Ahl Valois! fay not ſo 
But it muſt be repair d— for, till he dies 
We ſhall not be ſecure—let us away; — 
The hour approaches to the temple haſte ; 
And when the grand and final deed be done, 
I will to Lyons, and conſult the means, 
How we may compaſs beſt our deep deſign. 


SCENE 
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S A RN W 


EDD WIS {Solus,} 

Alas ! my heart miſgives me; much I dread 
The long forebodings of awaken'd fear; 
i know all is not well ;—or, if it iss, 
What mean thoſe frequent walks, in rapt attent; | 
Thoſe conferences cloſe, and looks that ſpeak, 
Paſſing between Loviſa and my father,— _ 
O! were this morning paſt, and Chaubert ſafe! _ | 
I dare not to reveal my juſt alarms, 
Nor whiſper in his ear my ſecret doubts; 
For he, as guileleſs as the mountain hind, 

Roves wide at large, as unſuſpicious too. 
My thoughts mifgive me much of his Louiſa, 
I fear her arts, and much ſuſpe& her faith; _ 
I ſee the hold ſhe has upon my father - 
And ſhould ſhe touch his vulnerable part, 
Heav'n knows where it may lead ;—for avatice 
Is worſt of vice's train ;—the felleſt fiend 
That haunts the human breaſt ; that neyer r bears 
One kindly feeling, or correcting virtue | ; 
To ſhare th' unequal] tenure of the mind: _ 
Knows not affection's tranſient glow; nor feels 
The common charities that nature claims: 
Courage ne'er warms, nor pure ambition fires 
The daſtard ſoul, that wizard av'rice haunts ; 

En os” But 
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But in the narrow, and ſecluded hearty 
It lurks alone, a ſullen, felfiſh gueſt. = 


But, ſee the good man comes. 
CnavpenT—Lews, 


CHAUBERT; 


Thanks, gentle Lewis [az . 
I fceded but thy kind congratufations, | 
To fill the higheſt meaſure of my joys ;— 
And now my heart, big with its bleſt contents; 
Scarce ktiows its bounds, 


LEWIS. 


Fain would my lips declare 
In words, proportionate to my regards, 
How much thy happineſs affects my ſoul: 
That owes to thee each claim of gratitude. 
For thou wer't more than father ; to thy hand : 
I owe each puter feeling of this heart; 
*Tis thou haſt open'd every virtuous pore ; 
Fill'd each warm channel of the ſoul with life; 
And tis thy guardian care, that ſtay'd the tide 
Of early vice, and damn'd each avenue, 
That led to ruinous and deadly ſin. 


CHAUBERT. 
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"CHAUDBERET 
Lewis! thy love, and gratitude too far ä 
Tranſport thy feelings, and betray thy judgment. 
E E 1-$ 
Ahl what were man, unpoliſh'd, and untaught? 
Void of the bias fair example gives; | 
Unknown his latent pow'rs; his ſofter thoughts 
Uncheriſh'd, and his wilder will uncheck'd ? 
Ah happy they that meet the guardian hand, 
Intent to watch each bloſſom of the mind; 
And knowing where to fix the props of care, 
And where the pruning hook of chaſtiſement; 
Careful alike to rear the tender flow'r, _ 
By the warm ſunſhine, and refreſhing rain; 
Or to remove afar th? infection foul 
Of near approach, and fatal intercourſe 
With vile, degenerate, and noxious plants; 
'That elſe might throw around ſome baneful ſeeds 
And ſpoil its lovelineſs and purity. * x 
CHAUBER TT: 
True ; education ever gives the bent, 
And turns the youthful fibres of the ſoul ; 
But Nature's ſelf muſt firſt capacitate 
For vain were art to ſow the primal ſeeds ; 
Tiis her's alone to nouriſh and manure. 
— D „ 


„%%% ON, 


Say; canſt thou make the mind of ſtructure ſtrong z 
Of firm and harder matter organiz'd, 
A ſupple coxcomb, or a ſimp'ring Monk ? 
Can education, or example give | 


Courage and ſpirit to th' enervate form? 
And graft the noble on th' effeminate ?— 


Then give not me the praiſe ; tis nature's gift. 

Tis ours to lead the infant ſenſe along 

The fair canals of virtue, that might elſe 

slide off to ſtreams of correſpondent vice. 

— Tis well, my friend, thus to beguile the hour 

That joins enamor'd hope, and ſweet enjoyment, 
In ſober talk ;—if chance to cheat the time. 

But now my warmer wiſhes lead me on; 

And tempt me to their goal my glowing heart 

Pants more intenſe; and now anticipates 

Its fulleſt bliſs ;—the hour draws near; along | 

And to the altar bear me | COMPany- 


„„ AV 


A Proceſſion Vouths and Virgins ftrewing Flowers, 
M vus1c, 


Fl 


V aLois—Lovisa—and Attendants. 


Song 
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Song of Youths and Virgint. 


„ WM 
Sweet, when Hymen's holy bands, 
| Joys enraptur'd conſecrate 3 | 
Cloſely tie the willing hands; 
And wreathe the knot of fate. 


nion u O YouTHs. 

Hail, thou God of pureſt pow'r ! 

Bleſs this conſecrated hour; 

And this pair in bonds unite, 
Bonds of truth, and fair delight. 
VERO TY 
Sweet, when ſofteſt charms of love 
Fill the fond, enamor'd breaft ; 


When reſpondent tranſports prove ; 
| The ſtrongeſt, ſureſt teſt. 


CHoRUs of VIRGINS, 


Hail, gentle love] this union crown; 


And pour thy choiceſt bleſſings down 


Far! ah far! the ſordid bands 
That tie alone reluctant hands. 


D423 - cnonxvs : 
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But ſweeter Rill the union rare, 
Where gentle love, and Hymen meet; 
And plighted faith, and pleaſures fair; 
And ſober truth, and kiſſes ſweet ; 
In rapt'rous uniſon unite; 
And drown the ſenſes with delight. 


(During the per formance of the above, enter Chaubert 
and Lewis—Chaubert farts; and looks about 
him with anxiety—at length, being Jon , Ft 
comes forward.) 


s CENE v. 


cnAuszR — Lewis — VAIors — Louis A- 
Muſic, Attendants, & c. : 


CHAUBERT 


What means this Muſic? Stay your ſenſeleſs 
notes; | 
The minſtrels are deceiv'd ; and now foreſtall 
The proper celebration of their rites, 
(Muſic proceeding, Chaubert exclaims) 
Nay, hold your ſounds ;—for ſhame 5 thus, 
my friends, 
Miſſpend your pow'rs, and 8 your fongs 2— 
Valois! how now !—what ! ſeeſt thou not the 
error? : 


O torture not the feelings of thy friend.— BY 
„ i 
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Bid wem be ſilent; bid EE 5 the ſtrains 
Of melody, to give a zeſt to 1e 0h 
8 Not wildly throw away the precious ſounds 


' To the wide boſom of th' unconſcious air; 


That wafts them off afar to deep oblivion - 
Nay, Valois, ſpeak to them, 


VALOIS. (Coming forward.) 
Tes —I will ſpeak ;j— — 3 

Hence with the ravings of a madman's brain; — | 
What means this lawleſs and unhallow'd rage 7 
Stand off; nor interrupt our joy. 


V 


| For ſhame 13 
You draly the jeſt too far ; y paſſion boils.— 


JA E % 
Nay, then, the ſounding inftruments ſhall 
I Than 
And drown the clamor of his mad'ning voice, 
„ Muſic.) | 
Strike, ſtrike the choral ftrings ;—bid ev'ty found ; 
Burſt forth, and loud proclaim the bleſt event,» 


(Muſic proceeding, Chaubert advances) 
, CHAUBERT. 
Nay 3 your peril be it ;=what means this 
tumult a | 


5 Huſh 


Fu. 


*% 
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Huſh, huſh your hated ſounds ;—thou Wy 
trumpet! 5 = 

Back to thy native hollowneſs !—Ye notes 
Of horror, and ye ſqualling inſtruments ! 
Be ftill ;—or by yon mighty heav'n I ſwear, 
This injur'd'arm ſhall play another tune; 
And turn your notes to diſcord horrible. 
(7e Valois.) 
Valois! what means this noiſe ? ab ! do not tear 
My ſoul, now drawn beyond its fartheſt tone 
By fear, and expectation, with this diſcord.— 
(To Louiſa. 
Louiſa ! come; thou dawning light of love! 
Thou cleareſt ev'ry doubt, and ev'ry fear; — 
Along the hour is come.— 


„%% 
The hour is paſt, — 


CHAUBERT. 


Ah! torture not my ſoul my love away; 
Valois !] come lead me to the goal —— 


„ „ 
| Ves; to the goal 
Of 3 deſpair, and wild diſtration,— | 


| Come, my Louiſa ; . not—ſhe is mine ; ; 
| Why 


-» 
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Why cam'ſt not 4166 the firſt to yonder Fades Fd 
But ling'redſt, fuggacd till the deed was done? 


 [Ebinbert 8 e 
LO VT — —„— 
There was a lover fierce !—a lover thou l. 
And, dotard ! didſt thou dream of love from me? 
And dare ev'n join us in the ſelf-ſame thought? | 
Then bid the lion wed the daſtard lamb ;— 
The tow'ring eagle woo the trembling dove; 
Bid courage link with ſenſibility ; 


And nature make a match of oppoſites.— 


| Valois ! along ;—'tis there deep in his heart, | 
The arrow lies 


YA, OE 
There let it rankle wide 


Tin by and by, it pierce him to the quick; 


And ſink him down to utter diſſolution. 


s CENE VL. 


CnavperT—LEwiS=aid Attendants, 


(Chaubert for a whit lands looking TRE them, aghaft, 
and motionleſs ;—at length farts, and exclaims) 


Ha Ji; they gone here are they Pi 
lois! where? 


Ro 1 
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Louiſa [villains gone [—then death purſue | 
them; 


Revenge, diſtraction, fury, after them,— 


Ye thunders ! arm my a, zye lightnings 
| fierce! 
Lend me your forky flames; that I may daſh | 
Their ſouls to death ;—ſcorch up their vital 
frames; : 
And hurl them headlong to the loweſt . 


(Ruſhing out, they hold him be fares for a time in a 
fired agony being looſen d, he erclaims) 


What means my wand'ring ſenſe f—tis all a lie; 

Methinks I dream; ;—SpeRtres avaunt Ie 
ſhades 

Of ghaſtly horror hence —0 ſpare me, ſp: pare 

My madden'd brain Ha! Nature! is it in thee? 

Apoſtate !—O revenge l- turn, turn thou earth — 

Cruſh all thy creatures underneath thy heap ;— 

Thou ſun ! down from thy centre; all ye fires 

That rage in ſubterranean cavities, | 


Burſt with a wild and horrible uproar, 
And ſet creation in a blaze=—Ye po. 78! 
And can it be ?—or do I dream ?—methinks : — 
Ha !—am I here ?—Say, do I ſtand, live, move, 
Catch I the vital air ? Or have J hands, 
Arms, feet, the common properties of nature ? 
No: it is falſe—thou ly'ſt, that tell'ſt me ſo— 
Muy ſenſes wander==bring me med*cine here 


ab 


* 
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Call back my roving faculties to life ; 
Let nature pour a balſam on my mind— 
And thou, ſpirit malign |! that damned, rear'ſt 
This helliſh fantaſy, begone ! and bring me back 
To life to waking life ;=to Valois true; 
To my Louiſa ſoft, and innocent 
Ha l- do I lie? — And does that lengthen'd face 
_ O'erhung with horror, tell the fatal truth? _ 
'm loſt—undone—O villains ! traitors ! falſe! 
Cos fury ! fill me wide; come hell- born rage 1 
Blow hot thy blaſting breath upon my frame; 1 
Come, horror | in the cavern of my breaſt, 
Diſtend awide thy ghaſtly claws, and touch _ 
My ſhudd'ring ſoul come hover inſtant round, 
Thou black and frightful demon of deſpair 1 
And flap thy raven wings againſt my heart. 
To murder I- to revenge Thoughts! ſting 
me cloſe 
Reflection] urge me on—Revenge! afiſt me 
Deſpair! direct my hands; and death attend me. 


[They hold him he firuggles—and FS fram them. 


| Avaunt !—who holds my impfiſon'd bands ? who 
ſtays 

My eager will ?—Vile, villain hands I for ſhame! 

Why thus bely the daring ſoul that owns you? | 

Burſt from your bonds; be worthy of your kind; 

Nay ; ſhould the chains of nature; or the ties 


" 
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Of death itſelf reſtrain me, I would tear $ 
Myſelf away, and thus deſpiſe them all. 


CY NE VI 
Larne Attendants. 


r 


0 [ ye kind pow'rs ! that fit above, the e guar 
dians 

And the friends of virtue; if on EO earth 

The ſpectacle that moſt attracts your care 

Be god-like greatneſs in adverſity ;— 

If the big drop that falls from virtue's cheek, 

Can touch your hallow'd ſeats ; ;—O! give ſucceſs L 

To my weak efforts ; —hel p me to ſupport 

This injur'd friend of man ;—help me to calm 
Th' exceſs of madden'd rage ;—help to recall 'Y 

The charms of peace; and kindly lead me on, 

Whilſt now I watch his ſteps—as, haply, there, 

I ſtay ſome dread reſolve, or foul miſhap ; ; 

And guide him through the ravings of deſpair, 

To the wore Ag of a ſettled grief. 


"CEN E| VIII. 


4 rural Gree Beers Won which comes C onſtan tia. 


CONSTANTIA. 
| I've heard my Lewis ſay—and kiſſes ſweet _ 
Would e the tale ; that when the birds 
| Sing 
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Bing on the budding ſpray ; and, on the wings 
Of wanton zephyrs, wafts the od'rous gale; 
And the glad ſky reveals its peerleſs charms, 


That nature moves within a #/wpathy 5 
And all the ſoul attunes to notes of 3oy.— | 
But ah ! nor warbling birds upon the ſpray 3 
Nor wanton zephyrs, nor the od'rous gale; 
Nor the fair ſkies, in peerleſs beauty clad 
Can touch one tuneful chord of ſympathy, 
Or move my ſoul to joy whilſt thou art abſent. - 
Lewis! thy preſence gilds the face of day ; 
And ſheds a ſofter radiance all around. 
The birds, at thy approach, their chearful ſnd + 
Carol with higher glee; the zephyrs breathe 
More pure and ſweet; and e nature 
ſmiles, 3 
Ah me! why ſtays my love he was not wont 
To be the ſlug of expectation.— EP 
And ſhall I chide ? Nay, let me patient wait, - 17 5 
For patience, and forbearance beſt become 
Our tender ſex; that ſhine in ſoftneſs moſt. 
Nay ; let me think and waſte away the time 1 
In ſweet reflection Ah] thrice happy we! 
Who, in the humble, ſilent vale of life, 
Unknowing fear, unconſcious of deceit: 
Eftrang'd from every thought, malign and foul ; 
From hatred's dagger, and from envy's cup; 
Live, and enjoy the hours of life and love.— 
Here, the res ſoul; unchain'd by tyrant ut 
Knows 
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Knows no reſtraint, but what fair virtue gives; 
Nor wearies its ambitious, reſtleſs pow'rs, 
With vain compariſons of higher ſtate.— 

_ Happieſt is he,” who bounds his every thought, 
And makes the preſent moment, his exiſtence— 
Let others toil to mount the ſcale of fame, 
Whilſt, ever and anon, if chance they gain 

A ſtep or two, their ſlipp'ry ſtanding fails; 
And down again they fall—and vainly thus, 

With never ending care, they toil and climb, 
And are at laſt, but where they were before. 
And then there are who buſy all their thoughts, 
And rack their tortur'd brain, for future times ; 
The needy hangers-on of expectation ; 

| Who ever rate reality at nothing. — 
Methinks the fragrance of the ſcented flow'rs, 
The ſtillneſs of the ſcene, begin to lull 
My ſenſes; and oppreſs my ſoul with ſleep. 
Then 111 repoſe; and ſacred be the bow'r, 
That innocence defends Now round my couch 
May guardian ſpirits draw a curtain deep; 

Nor aught unlicens'd, or unhallow'd, pierce 
The deep receſſes of the bow'r—but firſt, 

I wou'd ſoothe me with a ſong ;—and thus invoke 
The gentle pow 'r, whoſe fair deſcent I court. 


la to the bower, and fi Nngs. 


# 


' $8ONG, 
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FF 
Come, gentle ſleep ! and ſoft deſcend, 
And bear upon thy balmy wings, 
The charms that peace and virtue lend, 
The joys that innocency brings :— 


Come in thy ſweet array, 

In robes of æther dight; 

Soft as ſummer, ſweet as May, 
Virgin pure, and ſpotleſs white. | 


And, gentle ſleep, bring in thy hand, 
The young ideas, fairy throng; _ 
And lead the gay, fantaſtic band; 
And bid them frolic, fair along; 


Far hence the furies train 
Mad horror, ftartling fear ; EC e 

Hateful fiends, that rack the brain, 
And the guilty miſcreant tear. 


But with thy elfin troop advance; | 
Trip around with wand'ring feet; 
Wildly knit the mazy dance, 
And diſport mid ſlumbers ſweet. 


[ She reclines beneath the bower, and ſleeps. 


8s CEN E 
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„; 1x. 
CHAUBERT—CONSTANTIA, 


[He enters furiouſly, a drawn ſword in his hand, 
Ha! are ye there? what fly me fill ? in vain. 
1 follow ye; your flight outſpeeds my ſteps ; 
Still do your ſhadows darice before my eyes ; 
And, when I wou'd ſtrike, vaniſh to airy nothing, 
Ha! are ye there ?—and in a warm embrace, 
Hugging, and cloſe, before my very eyes ? | 
Have at ye then—and there—and there —and 
there - Ws 
[Striking the air with his ſword, 
What are ye gone! O fool fool fool — | 


away 
Thou ſenſeleſs toy; the minion of my fancy, 


That only mockꝰ'ſt my deep and fell revenge 
[Throwing away his ſword —he pauſes, 
Ha! whither do I roam hold; let me think. 
Think I—bid the wretch that burns in en 
| flames 
Stand ſill, and feel - bid old PFromothens 
Hug cloſe the Vulture that his liver tears : 
| Ha! rather turn my brain, confound my thoughts, 5 
And wrap me in a vortex of oblivion.— 
Stay let me look around - does nature bear 
The aſpect ſhe was wont ? or, does ſhe own 
The gen'ral ruin and apoſtacy ? 


Bloſſom 
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Bloſſom the trees ? Revolve the heay'nly orbs ? 
Carol the birds? or roll the liquid ſtreams ? 
Or rather, is not vegetation blaſted ? _ 

Start not the planets from their ſtated ſpheres, 
Burſt not the waters from their wonted beds, 
And ſpreads not deſolation wide around 2— 

5 —Ha! what is there? —by heav'n itſelf, tis ſhe ; 
And can ſhe ſleep ?—And will not furies fell 
Diſturb her flumbers ; whiſper horrid dreams, 
And drive her on to madneſs and to death ?— 
Ves; let me run, and glut my fond revenge; 
O ! now, ye eyes l enjoy the rich repaſt; _ 
And view her ſtruggling in the arms of deaths 
Ears! catch her cries 5 hands! tear her harden'd 

heart— 
( Ruſhes ferward, and ſeixes Her; he 2 and 
* enters Lewis. 


s c E W E x. 
e, "x 


Eh E W I S. 
Ha 1 1 is here ?—Chaubert ! ! Contents! 


(Lewis runs, and reſcues Conſtantia he POPE 
hy takes up Chaubert's fword.) | 


LEWIS. 


= 
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LF WL 


| Surely his reaſon to his paſſion yields; 
And wild deſpair is heighten'd into madneſs— 
CHAUBER F. 
Villain! what doſt thou ?—Thou art come in 

NVL)ʃ time . 
Sought'ſ thou thy minion here ? Is this the bow'r? 
Now, by my ftars, it were too mean revenge 

T” have ſent to hell a ſolitary gueſt,” 
But ha l- my ſword ! my ſword ! where is wy 

ſword? | 
And haſt thou, villain, baſely cozen'd me ? 
Steal'ſt thou my fword ?—then uſe it as thou 
wilt; | | 
Here, ftrike my boſom bare; it courts the blow; 4 
Here, ſtrike away; - ah! ſtrike in pity ſtrike. 
—In pity, did I ſay ?—aſk pity of thee? 
Rather aſk boons of hell, or alms of devils ? 
Why ftand'ſt thou, daſtard ! thus; Why mo- 
tionleſs, 
Thy villain arms, for ever ripe for death ? 
What ! canſt thou fear to murder Dot thou 
hide n 
Thy ſhameful front, and dare not * on me I 


And mov'ſt thou not? and will not inſult force 
| | Thy 
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Thy coward hands? then wait a happier time 
When heav n, (if heav'n has ought to do with 

man) 


Shall bid us meet again, with equal arms. 
„ 
LzwWIs-CoxsrANTIA (Recovering.) 


C ONSTANT IA. 


Lewis! ſupport me: Ah! what means em 


. tumult? | 
Say what was Chaubert doing ? Who has burt 
him 5 
N 


O ! hei is hurt at heart a ſerpent Ball; 
Has ſtung him to the quick ; ;—there's ſuch a al. 
Of horror to unfold, as ſure muſt ſhake _ 
Fach atom of humanity about thee. 
Thou know'ſt, at his tequeſt, I went to grace 
His bridal day when, near the ſacred fane, 
We met a band of minſtrelſy; and ſhows _ 
Of nuptial joy; provided for th* occaſion; | 
But, horrible to tell, perverted now. 
To grace the bands of Valois and Louiſa. | 
Sure, n never treach'ry dar'd ſo foul a deed ! 


E | Sure, 
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Sure, never hell made fin ſo exquiſite !— + 

Derob'd of ſenſe, he runs, infuriate, round, 

In queſt of the delinquents—ſtrikes the air; 

Wars with the elements as on he roves; | 

And views them in each animalcule there. 

And now, his wand'ring fancy well-nigh led him 

To foul his hands, in thy moſt inn'cent blood; 
Miſtaking thee, for the abhorr'd Louiſa; 
And me, for Valois my unhappy father. 


CONSTANT IA. 
Ah me! and whither goes he ? 


LL & WF 0: 

5 Much I fear 

To death: but gratitude and love command 

That I ſhould follow him; nor leave his ſteps 

Till his diſorder'd mind be heal'd—See there 

He goes, with wand'ring feet along the vale ; 

And now he takes yon winding path that leads 

To the deep ſhelter of the thicken'd grove: 

There, where his wayward footſteps need muſt 
_ paſs, „ 

Where the arch'd cave reveals its craggy ſides; 

And, peeping thro” the age- warn cavities, 

The ſubtle ivy twines ; with haſte I ſpeed ; 

And there, in hermit's ruſſet mantle clad, 

(The dreſs I oft have worn, when in our days . 

Of 
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Of chearfulneſs, Ive play'd ſome drama's part,) 

I'll counterfeit ſome well-aim'd character; 

And bide thou here, my love, till my return; 
But keep our courſe a ſecret ;—for I ſear; 
Some deadly purpoſe of th' inceſtuous pair; 

Nor will they leave him till their dark deſigns 
Be full complete ;—Adieu, my Conftance, 
Io peaceful thoughts, and heav'n n's high care I 
leave you. 8 


8 G r N Ml 
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Farewell, my love l but peace in vain may 
ſtrive | 
To force an entrance in my, widow'd heart, 
Till by thy ſafe return, again return'd, 
Ah! monſtrous pair; and thou my dear-lov'd 
Lewis, 

How weeps thy tender heart to ſee thy father, | 
(Once hallow'd name I) ſo deeply ſunk in guilt. 
Alas ! poor Chaubert ! often have I heard 
Of many a moving ſtory of thy goodneſs :— 
And art thou fall'n a prey to deep diſtreſs ? _ 
How ſad a leſfon ! and how foul a deed! 
Sure 'twere almoſt enough to ſhake the ſprings 
Of virtue's ſelf, and make the belt to falter. 
But—who comes here? O heay'n's ! T muſt away. 


Xs.” SCENE 


; 2 1 * 
* PR os == * vv. ; "a X ; 
F2 NT NTT, 0s 


$5 0 * N E nl. 


* Lovr, A—ConvranTiA. 


* 
* * 


OTE e 


fla! whither fly. you ? why loch baſte, na 
— lady? 
It ſeems we muſt have further conference, _ 
Why that perturbed took, that heaving breaſt, 


That ſigh of deep diftreſs, and fwimming tear? 


Know you of Chaubert ought ? Wee come to ſeek. 
him, 4 ; 


2 haſt thou ſeen h bim? 


; pd 4 


Seen. mm my lady? 


V A L o I 8. 
ä vn, thou en | well— 


CONSTANTIA.. 
| m_ good Sir, 1 know not. 


LOUD 1 8 A. a; rau, 


*. we muſt have bim, or we ve done but. 


balf? | = EL | 
al „ my 
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He muſt not live—the ſooner done, the better. | 
Lewis protects him, and conceals him from us 
And, by and by, when leaſt we may eee 
Will bring him — and: 257 us al our all. 


"VA; 15 0 A 8. e 
Say, where | is Lewis? 


<4 


CONST- A N T I 4. 
Indeed, good Sir, I know not. bs 


v * 1 0 


„is . know'ft—he has turg'd; craitor 
to me! 


Chaubert and him, are 1 in 12 of union, 
Tell where they are, or Fhog! rt their ſacrifice, | 


CONSTANTIA,. 


| What! if my en thould forge a gebs. 
„ 
And falſely frame, what 3 a . 
Would not my falt' ring voice bely the cheat, 
And bluſhes paint convittion on my eee 0:7 


L 


Forbear—thus far we ye trac'd them ; thou TY 
ſeen dem 


5 8 


11 


* 
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CONSTANTIA. 
ig 1 did ſee them. 


T0 DTS A” 
| Whither went they then? 


CON STAN T I A. 
In truth, I know not—here, ſome time ago, 
With accents fierce, and geſtures horrible, 
Came Chaubert, mad with rage, and Lewis with 
TRL = 
With horror ſtruck, and overpow rd with fear, 
I fainting fel|l—but, how long time I lay, 
Or ought beſide, I know not,— : 


WS 3 


LOUIS 4. 
TDis a tale 
Made t to  deceive—along—you muſt go with us; 
Being our daughter, you muſt join our friends, 
To celebrate our wedding, and be chearful. 
(And when we have her, Lyons ſhall take care 
To draw the ſecret from her ſtubborn ſoul; 
His threats ſhall force confeſſion —nor again 
Shall ſhe have pow'r to do us injury.) = (Aſide. 
| Let us away; the feſtiyal attends, —— 


ö f 


End of Aa the bnd. 
ET. 


—_— * 
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CHAUBERT, 


Pucou” ye kindred ſhades of night! thou 
gloom | | 
Of ſhadowy horror! and ye frightful ſpicits, 
That hover round, in horrible diſport; 
And flit before my eyes, in ghaſtly forms! © 
For now ſhoyld ominous birds, and moon- light owls 
Sing their dire orgies from the gaping earth 


Hecate, and witches riſe ;—the portentous heav' ns : 


_ Gape wide aſunder ; and the forked flames 
Ruſh fierce from pole to pole—for now, their ſouls 
Areglut with ecſtaſy— (Starts!) Ha! there they are! 
And now the villain riots in her charms— + 
Riots in hell ſinks deeper in perdition— | 
And ſee the bawdy moon, with ſhameleſs face, 
Hangs out her torch to light them to their bed, 
* thro the lattice with her luſtful Fw ; 155 
"4 And 
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And feeds them with the fight ;—whilft ey 'ry ftar- 


Stande twinkling, gazing, chearful, at the deed. 


O ! thou pale moon ! (whoſe viſage, ſick and wan, 
Diſtemper'd, and unhealthy, yonder glares,) 
Who, like the ſhameleſs ſtrumpet, ſhew'ſt thyſelf ; 
Naked, and common to the gen'ral eye; 
Hadft thou one ſpark of virgin modeſty, 
Diadſt thou but own one pure, one decent thought, 
Thou would'it have hid thy bluſhing face in blood; 
Or wrapt thee cloſe behind the mantling clouds, 
O! there's no ſhame in Nature—ſhe is foul ! 
Nature is deadly dark, and big with fins ;= 
And what men fancy good, are curſes rank. 
Yon moon, that now holds forth her taper lewd, 
, Serves but to light the wanton rav iſher 
T o the inceſtuous bed; ditects the ſteps 
Of bloody villains to their nightly prey 
Points to the naked and defenceleſs breaſt 
The parricidal ſword ; broods treaſons dire; 
Engenders treach'ry dark; and ſtands the nurſe: 
Of fouleſt crimes that dread the face of day.— 
Goblins and ſpectres court thy ſhadowy light, 
And dance before thy face; and church-yards rank, 
Fawn, and give up to thee their inhum'd ghoſts. 
And thou, hot ſun ! that fools have erſt ador'd, 
What yield thy ſcorching beams, but noxious tribes 
Of ſerpents, reptiles, pois'nous, and malign; 


That croud the blaſted land; whoſe inmoſt ſoil | 
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ls parch'd beneath thy unrelenting rays | 
The panting tray'ler, as he climbs the hill, 
Sinks underneath thy beams; in vain he l 
For pity and relief; till, quite beſpent, : 
He droops and dies.— Ah ! falſe and flatt' ring fun | 
Shine not thy faireſt beams on villains foul? 
Light not thy rays the glitt'ring haunts * pride ? ” 
But ever ſhun the deep and dreary dell, 
Where penury ſits pining in her cot. 
Breeds not thy fury dire the waſting plagues 
And wide-deyouring peſtilence, and all 

| The fiery train of fevers, and of death? 
And thou, rank earth: A whoſe loathſome womb | 

is big Ht 


With a vile race of monſters, human-nam'd, Hs 
Whom fill, with haſte improvident, thou throw ſt : 
Upon thy breaſt, and moſt unnatural ftarv 't; : T - 
In vain the fainting child of want and woe _ 
Craves but thy common bounties to uphold | 15 
His weak and periſhing frame; and thou art deaf; 
And hear'ſt him not; ; and offer ſt but a tomb 
To wrap him in—Ayaunt II hate ye all, 

And ſun, and moon, and earth, and race of man, 
Hence from my ſtony, and inhuman heart 

Each touch of ſoftneſs ;—every feeling tie 

Of Mild humanity be ev'ry root | 

And charity of nature deep up-torn; 


And 1 8 inverſe; alone to . 


25 A 4 0 2 e NS, | 
A 8 The”: 1 5 5 
A 8 N 3 * - 
CR 3 8 4 F Nt 5 0 þ 


TOR 


$8 CMAUBERT; OR, 


The fertile fruits of hatred and revenge, 
Invet'rate malice, and determin'd rage. _ 
Nature! I know thee not—henceforth my foul | 
Herd not with man be ex communicate 
Abhor the hated race, and glut thyſelf 
With deeds of deepeſt horror be it thine 
T0o ſeek the dreary haunts, where want and woe, 
And miſery reſide ; to traverſe lands 5 
Where peſtilence and famine thin the race 'F 
And aggravate the woes of all mankind, —— 
But whither ſhall I ſeek this dear deſign ? 
Where bend my ſteps to miſery's abode ? 
Nay, —prithee, fear not man; tis quickly found, 
Thou wilt not ſtir a ſtep but it will greet thee, 
And yield an barveſt rich. and 1 0 EIS 7 


(4 Robber 5 55 behind a tree; the ball grazes 
Chaubert's hat : be looks at it with an air fe gra- 
enim.) 5 


Ha, then ſo HEAT ly done 1— twere well were 

_ nearer ; 
Thou '| loft the pleaſure, man, of murdering Lo 
A fellow-creature go weep, and hang thyſelf 
But whither bendeſt thou? haſt loſt thy way? 
For ſure a ſcene ſo dark, and horrible, 
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Was never ſought a covert for a beaſt. . 


1 ſay, the wood i 18 deſolate and drear 5 5 * A : 
No ſhed to cover thee, no fire to warm; 0 1 | 5 


For yelping ſpirits haunt alone the ſpot, 
And thou muſt ſtarve, and periſh with the cold. 


Better by far blow out thy brains, and hence * 


To hell at deen en thou ? | 


ROBBER. 
Thy pure 
C HAUBERT. 


bene take it then; and! with i it buy a friend; ; 


And may that friend ſerve thee as mine has done, 1 5 5 
8 Ws 10 TO 5 


c HAUBER T. 


. here goes a man, that is no hypocrite |. 


Would that the world were t *twere Tony 5 


methinks, | | 4 
For each to be at war with all 1 ä 
Better by far than friendſhip for that's falſe: 
Smiles; but to ſtab; and tickles, to deſtroy. . 


4 * 


Better 


* 


+ 


. 
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| Better than love—for that is Pei ©) = 
And lies, and oaths, and damnable deceit; » 
Made but to cogzen fools, and favor villains, 
Better than honeſty—for that's a cloak 
That many a man puts on to go abroad, 

And lays aſide as ſoon as he comes home. 
Better than charity, or truth, or juſtice; 
Names coin'd to gull a ſenſeleſs ſet of fools, 


Hence then, in queſt of other ſcenes—aways 
To ſeek adventures of a darker hue;— 


Loft to the world to nature to mankind— | 
Would 1 could ſay—and loft unto yell ſ 


: = h 5 


e ee | 


eg 


Canſt thou, my Lyons, move her wayward wills 
And learn where they are hid ? 


i 


L XY ON k 
Nay, good my lady * 

| vides alas! I've tried each varying means; 
Tried the ſoft charm of gentle promiſes, 
Of mild perſuaſion, and of fair intreat; 
To gain the wiſh' d- for neyys but vain th' a attempt, 
nad 1 1255 urg'd the nen your r of "* LO: 

ave 
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Have Ureſs'd up terror in 0 gresr a n 85 
That her alarm'd, and perturbated ſoul - 
Has ſe ks” but not a word reveal'd. 


1 bv 1.) A. N 
N. we muſt learn the ſecret—for our fate 
Depends upon his death—try her more cloſe 3 
Vary the means, ſome may perchance ſucceed, 
And then, methinks 


- 


i ** 0 * 8. 
1 e Then F 5 


tov i 


4 Methinks ſhe knows too much · 5 
| We muſt not let her from our NOTTS" all 


Were in her power ſomething muſt then be done, 
To ſtop her babbling know 'ſt thou, Lyons, aught 
Can ox 5 a woman's wayward tongue ? 


4 


LY OWE 


CF gh Nor pray rs, ; _ 
Nor threats, nor F | : 


| L: 0 V 18 A. 7 . 
Rnow'®t thou ought elſe? „ 


— 1 


LYONS. 


2 CHAUBERT; OR, 
| Ln. 
' Nay, *twere as hard to find a barrier firm 
Againſt the impetuous ragings of the ſea; 
To ſtop the moving hand of time; or flay—— 


L O UI Ss A. 


Peace, man- thou wert not wont to be ſo dull. 
There is a means can ſtop the wanton'ſt tongue, 
Poiſon,—What think'ft thou, Lyons ? Poiſon's 

Song: 


r N 8. 
a thought twere ſo—but it muſt never het.” 


(Alde.) 

Yes and well try its firength—the thoughs. + B 
yours, 

Nor ſhall the ee on my ſide, long be wanting 


0 RA 


Then to your care I truſt it—T muſt hence; 
'Ere long I hope to ſee you to your charge. 


$678 


$ CE N E V. 
8 L Y O N 8. (Solus,) 


What means this ruffled ſoul? theſe anxious 
ma gh ts? 


1 I feel 
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I feel a horror here unknown before. 5 

My heart lies cloſe, nor moves as it was wont; 
And dreads to perpetrate the deed it talk'd of. 
Yes! I am deeply wounded! The fair charms 
That ſhine around Conſtantia, ſtrike my ſoul, 

If chance I meet her with a fiercer thought, 

A look unmans me; and a word diſarms 

Each black intent Ves ! yes! ſhe muſt be mine; 3 
I cannot live without her ah! but how? 
Whether to woo her with a lover's care, 

And try to melt her yielding heart by fondneſs ? 
Or rather, as ſhould beſt beſeem my ſoul, 
And ſuit my nature, force her to my will? % 55 
No there's a melting charm in mutual love, | 
That ev'n the lion feels; who vanquiſh'd hides 
His bloody fangs, and fawns at beauty's feet. | 


S..C- E N E vi 
e ; 7 
How fares my 1 10 7 i 


2 55 25 


CON S TAN T1 A 
Sick at heart, good Sir. 


'LYONS. 


f 


i 


1 1 O * 8 
Could aught I own, adminiſter relief; 


*Twereſure the worthieſt deed, and happieſt bout, 
n Fate cer bleſt me with, 


CONSTANTIA 


Can aught on earth 
Give comfort ia the widow'd heart, bereft | 


Of all is loves ? 
2 * O0 N 8. 


Ha! there it hangs—Confuſion,! ! [dies 
And i is love's nature ſo confin'd and ſcant 


As to admit no union, nor increaſe }= _ 175 
There lives on earth one that would make 3 you 


- bleſt ; 


| Whoſe ev'ry wiſh would be to give ok joy; 


Whoſe ev'ry hope to raiſe ſome tender hounds, 3 
And whoſe reward were rich, to meet a ſmile. 


And ſhould ſuch love, ſuch heart - felt love be 


disbted 35 


CON 8 T ANT kk A. 
Talk nat to me of lovely rather OY 


Of death, and all its horrors, 


r x n 
| Hal ſo fierce ! 


And i Is it thus you MAight the tender cares 


And 


} 
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And ſcorn the man on whom depends your fate r 
Better with ſoften'd words and looks 3 


cos TAN TIA. 


Aways | „„ | 
Nor ſofter words, nor Linder looks awai it thee | 


| X 32 0 N „ : 
"Why then, rn uſe my pow r, and turn the | 
tyrant, | | 2 5 
And glut myſelf at once with love and venguniice ; 85 
I'll gain by force, what was deny'd to pray rs | 
And when I've ſatiated my full deſires, 
I'll give to thee an overflowing bowl ; 


And bid thee drown each terror, and remorſe, 
Ina long 1 of e hellebore. 


ON S TAN TIA. 


Ha l is it ſo? *twere beſt to ſoothe him 1 3 
And counterfeit what moſt I ſhudder at. ¶ Aide. 
| —Nay, why ſo fierce ? why foams thy furious ſoul 
With words and menaces ſo terrible? | 
What! would'ſt thou have a woman fond; reſign 
At firſt attack, her former love and truth? _ 
Give up at once what was her deareſt thought, 
Nor feel one touch, or impulſe of deine 


Bs oz | Sure 


* 


es C HAU BERT. OR. 


Sure thou might'@t wait the bedlidg hand of time, | 


And rather try by mild and ſoothing means, 
To heal the recent wound - for thou ſhould'ſt know 
That ey'ry poiſon bears its antidote; 5 
And that the love-ſick heart alone is cur'd 
By what firſt 1 nr it —a growing love. 
1 „„ _ 
Nay, on my knees, I pray you pardon me 
Curs'd be the impetuous fierceneſs of my ſoul ! 
The brutal roughneſs of my ſavage nature! 
That even dar'd to vent igſelf on thee, =» 
Nay ; ; be it mine to watch thy growing cure, 
To pour the breath of pity, and of love, 
wh by fond mind, and raiſe my image there. 


, CONSTANTIA, 


f 


Then ſhow thy love by confidence—for threats, 


And ſly ſuſpicion never won a heart 5 

Nor can I rate at any high apprize 

Thy fondneſs, till ſome powerful proof be giv? nr; 
Think then on this, and learn the way to woo. 


s CEN E VII. 
LYONS. 


wor torture has no more -I ſee her ſoul 
Recoils at my ſuſpicions ha l but ſtil 
| | | Lives 


\ 


* e OP 8 
25 4 
of 2 Wy F » E 85 
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Lives not my ev'ry hope on Lewis death? ©: 


Can ſhe return my love if he ſurvives? | 
Yes, he muſt die for on this tenure hangs: 


_ The great and glittering proſpects that I court 
But how to learn the place of their concealment ? 
If 'tis within the compaſs of diſcovery, 


I'll ſpare no arts, or labours to attain it,— - 


Now, gentle love, inſpire me with thy Dog 
Lift up thy airy wings, and fan my ſoul, 
With ſoft deſires and joys, and wiſhes warm; 


Be dead each other feeling, every thought, 
But what ariſes and concentrates here, | 


7 
2 
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0 A UB ER 1—5 ntering ; in haſte, « covering E foe 
with his hands. ” 


- 4 Wad—Gratt. 


At a I've gain'd: the been, . my 
. (unhides his face. 


Now, hid in ſhades, i impervious to the hight, 

In to thy native center far remov'd 

From all that gilds the gladſome face of 5 

With eager ſtep I've fled the ſcene of j joy, 

15 That ſhone around me; Oh l 'twas preſent death, 
For there was nature ſat, in bitt' reſt ſpite, „ 
4 5 5 F222 mn” 


yy 
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Bedect in gaudy holliday attire, 
And all her beauties open to the vie. = 
The flow'rs with varted hues o'erſpread the mead; 
The mead, in verdure rich, ſhone lovely fair; 1 : 
And the meandring ſtreams in titt'ring mood, 
Slow trickled thro” the dale :—the mountain fides 
Were hung with ripening fruit, and the glad birds 
Pour'd forth their wanton. org ag e 
blythe „„ W 
Went ge to his labour on the green 
The ſhepherds, and the nymphs, were ſeen around 
In jocund dance; and to the merry pipe 
Mov'd briſkly on— the ſight was poiſon fell! 
Eyes! look aſkance! I.cried : behold them not, 
And nature, miſcreant, minion and thou earth 5 
Mother of fools ! why thus in gaudy garb 
Bedeck thyſelf; that thy own trait'rous race 
May tread upon thee? Curs'd be the hateful 
ſoil! 5 * | 
Whoſe fruitful boſom bears pern hene away; ; 
5 Be mine the clank of fetters, and the yell | 
Of horrid flaves, that howl in dungeons deep. 
This ſcene will never do and, on I paſs'd * 2 
7 8 wh that trembled r a 
TE | ſpeed, 
| To this drear folitude 2 is it ſo? ; 
And: roam 7 thus upon the world's fair face, 


iy | Deſerted 7 


7 : 
4 * 


THE MISAN-THROPE. 6g | 
. Deſerted, outcaſt, hated hating all; 1 75 17K | 
ö Loſt, loſt to all ?—but what has man to loſe? * 
Whate'er he owns is fallacy and cheat; OS 8 
Known but by loſing it —is chis the man Th 
That erſt was follow'd, courted, lov'd, ador'd?.- 
That heard the tickling breath of gentle praiſe, , 


11 . 


0 


Still whiſper welcome honors in his ear? _ | 
And the loud blaſt of noiſy fame declare a | 
The heighth of fortune, friends, and excellence? 
And flies he now the very haunts of mann! 
And fly all men his woe · rid weary ſteps? Hs a 
Fes thou 'rt the man but fool! it was not thou 
That was admir'd, and courted, and ador'd 
It was not thou ;—'twas thy poſſeſſions — 
Dreſs up a very ape in gaudy- coat, 
And ftrew ſome figns © of yealth. and honors round | 
7 im. - | 
And thou ſhalt ſhortly ſee a ſervile herd 
Wait on his ſteps, and mimic. all his vic; 3 
Serve each deſire, and ev'ry. wiſh foreſtall, 

Then better loſe thy wealth, be ſunk thus 6: 
Or thou hadſt never known what nature was; 
Hadſt thought mankind were fond, ſincere, and 

grateful.— „ 
F ortune [thou bitter fiend | how many a eb 65 
Thy winning ſmiles and dalliance fair have ruin 'd. 
More fell and terrible art thou by far 


4 c 
N 
* 
wy 


- T frightfol ſcylla, or b chic 8 dire 1 
Thou raiſeſt in a whirlwind of ſucceſs Hl 
The favor'd wretch, and SR bim at once 
Upon the very pinnacle of bliſs ;—. | = 
Then turn'f his giddy brain, and whirlſ him off; 
And down he falls—down, down to deepeſt death, 
Daſhing gainſt many an officious point 
Of miſery, that meets him in the way.— 

Ha! what is there ?—A human form! and clad 
In hermit's dreſs !—let me ſtand ill awhile— 
Perchance it may be big with ſome adventure. | 


e 
Lzw1s—CHAUBERT.— CE 
| ( Lewis i in the dref of a hermit coming out Y a cave.) 
L.E.W I 8. 
I've caught his eye—he watches 6d now | 
PI to my SOR try to gain his notice. As. de. 
(Comes forward.) + | 
The air methinks ſmells foul—the low ring ty 
Is wrapt in pitchy clouds ; and vapours rank 
Spring from the ſickly earth. —Ah ! hated ſex! ! 
As angels fair, as foul as fiends! who hang 
Your gaudy trappings on your outſide face ; ; 
And paint the ſemblance of perfection there, 


. in 


' ” 


* 


In the ſoft charms of beauty and of love 5 


Hence —for tis all deceit—'tis not ſkin Seay 5 
For tis as foul beneath, as the loath'd corſe 


Beneath the eſcutcheon'd cloth, and yelvet pall.— 


Still hangs the thought upon my ſoul; ſtill divells 


The hated form upon my memory—— 


But dwells alone to whet my hatred more, 


To rouſe my ſoul, and blacken all my thoughts ; | 


To love be lov'd—t" adore, and fancy ſtill, 
That each fond feeling met a warm return, 
And then be baſely cozen'd-and abus d! 


Heav'ns etwas too much— woman! behold thy 


* 


o 
foe |. WF. | 


Each morning here, I come to curſe thy ſex, 


My ſure orizon— and at eve, my veſper. - 


For in this cavern'd cell, full many a year 
Pve hid myſelf, ſecluded from mankind. 


Here, never thro? the branches, deep emboy'rd, 


Peeps the inſinuating ſun ;—no ſtep 
Unhallow'd, interrupts my haunt; — with brutes 


J herd alone ;—and with them have I found 


More conſtancy and truth, and kindly love, 


Than human nature knows, My daily rites 


Thus done, I back betake me to my cell, 
There deep and dark alone to ruminate. 


| Going back ſees Chaubert—ftarting, views him with - 


an e look of horror and OWNER SE. 
| F * | Ha! 


* 


— 
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* 


N Ha! let me hence. : (Hide his * and going. ) 


1 


„ CHAUBERT. 1 
And I will follow thee. 1 (Geing.) 
LEWIS. i 
 Thoy 5 nt. (Turning,) 


Tr H '% U B E R 7. 
What i is that I dare not? 


1. W. 1 6. 


| h | Hal, 
4 ae 1 Win art thou then ? 


cHAUBER T. 
A man 1 (with a look of firmneſs and 2 Y 


| „„ ho i W 1 8. 
A man! n. a 5 of os, J: 
-N H AU B ER T. 


1 man, like thee ——— 


LEW 


Then thou difown'ſt the name 


For 


THE MISANTHROPE. 3 


For wer't thou ſuch, thy hotly bluſhing cheeks 

Would quick belye thy e e ; ſpeak. 1 more 
_ Cloſe; | 1 OGeS 

The term's ſo vague, and ſo indefinite, 

Takes in ſo wide a field. I cannot tel! 

Whether thou *rt knave, or fool, or man, or ape. 

Saf. what art amy ? 


CHAUBERT. _ 


ꝑ—ͤ Imi outcaſt wretch, 
| Toft on the ocean wide ; where all around 
Monſters and horrors gape; where ev'ry wave 
Seems to come rolling on, in horrid ſhape, 
Big with ſome rigen ſhark, to ſwallow me. 
Where all I ſee, wars with me; and with all 
I war; where deſperation drives meon; 


And ſo deep bent 's my ſoul to rage and ruin 
That ſhould ſome friendly plank approach, and beg 


To fave BODE ſhould curſe it, and paſs on, 


LE WES 


' Ah! can it * And art thou truly tuch! 
—Did it not ſavor too much of delight 
To own on earth aught thing congenial ʒ 

I wou'd tell thee that thou wert, in rey; deed, 

> en ſuch a one as I. 


e chAv- 


74 .CHAUBE RT; 
CHAUBERT. 
Ves, wretch | I've heard | 

Thy reveries; and joy to find there's one 

More wretched than myſelf. [Now let me try 


Some ſubtle mean, to whet his agony, ' 


And ſhrill each nerve with pain F Jaffe 
And was it love — 0 


E ts 
Thou heard'ſt me ſwear 'twas loye —vile 
trait'r rous love, 


CHAUBERT, 


And is rs aught on earth ſo ſweetly fas, 
As the ſoft moments of tranſporting love ? | 
| When in a fond, reciprocal delight, 


Joy in the eye, and rapture on the tongue. 


LEWIS. 


Ahl] call not to my wind what once were ſweet 


CHAUBERT. +0 


When thoughts are chang'd for thoughts, and 
fighs for ſighs; 
And each fond ſoul is breath'd away in love.— 


THEMISANTHEOVE. C0 
"Le E w 1 8. „ 
Ab I ſoy 8e mage. „„ ES, 
. | 


CHAUBERT. 


# © A ; 
k | a 
. - a 


£5 If aught can this tapete, | 
This life of ſentiment, this ſpeech of ſoul; 
Twere ſure the moment e and wild= 5 


x” E „ 
ne done —forbear—it wounds * vurlng 


N „„ 
CHAUBERT. 


When ſenſe imparts a higher charm on o love 
And—as thou ſt known it. 


L E w 1 1133 


Forbear— ” 


CHAUBERT./ 


When all 3 in ecſtaſy inwrapt, i 
The rolling eye, warm look, and boſom— damn — 
I can no more tell tell thee thou'rt a fool; - | 
Ay! look at me — for I've been cheated too— _ 
Been cheated, fool'd,. moſt foul, and damnabljßʒ 
Till with the treach'ry rank, my very ſoul „„ 
1 „„ | Has | 


a 


" ; 
* ; 
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Has all been turn'd to horror; and my joys 


Been but to wake my own, and others woe. 


4 


e 


Ha aut thou fo ?—Then thou” rt my very 
elf 
Give me 1 band „ laß bis band.) . 


CHAUBERT:. 


Off not ſq cloſe— away— (uithbelding his.) 
10 ſmells too much of human it is foul 
Go; wrap it in the lion's briſtly hide, 
Or ſkin of tyger fell, or furious pard, 
Then I 1] ſhake ls with thee—but Mack 3 
Wilt thou alen 5 


95 E W 1 %. 
Along "RE queſt of what ? T . 


CHAUBERT. 


* 


In queſt of horror fhither, where the hand 


Of tyranny lays wide the human race; 


Where the dread ſcourge of peſtilence infects 
And blaſts the face of nature Wilt thou along ? 


LEWIS, 


w_— TT ß 
| 1 


* 
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CHAUBERT. Gila 


Perchance thy ſoul, of kindred taſte, 
May feed on the repaſt and ſhould we find 
A ſcarcity of woe, to whet our rage, 

We'll fall out i 8 - 


I. E W. 158 


Agreed, Aa 
1 follow thes——dloſe; as at moonlight ſtalks 


The frightful ſhade, hard by the murd'rer's ſteps; | 


And ever and anon, diſturbs his ſoul 


With images of fear, and thoughts of horror,— 


WL = Rp Is 
5 - 5 N 
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Veto and Louis A. 5 
0 Lyons entering from the lon ft TN W 


VA L o 1 8. 


HAT need of more [—his all is in our 
hands; 
Our firſt well executed plot ſecures 

The whole of his poſſeſſion ;—Lyons ! thanks 
For 'tis to thee we owe this fair ſucceſs.;— 
| The forged bills, ere they can now return 

Muſt needs be paid What elſe remains ? 


OUTS. 
| Tis well; — 


But could we ratify our proſp'rous fate, 


By Chaubert s death, were better—Lyons, ſ. 4, 
; ; Canſt 


. 


That pine upon the ſecrets of their ſouls— | | . 5 I 
' So firm her mind, that not the powers of art, 1 
Or the fond claims of nature can unlock it. 


For I have learnt, by means of wide reſearch, 
5 That Chaubert, wir with rages _ . in 


| Was ſeen with haſt'ning ſtep, reales the 9 5 _ N 1 4 


Perchance bas Lewis dener de in queſt 


* . Ta oy ' 8 A N T i R C 0 P E. 79 


| Canſt tan withdraw the curtain of Sosse . 
n penetrate her mind . ſays Conſtantia? 


"11" * 0 N 8. 
O! fark is cloſe; as loye-ſick maidens are, 


But fortune, till the fav'rite of the yy 
Has made her ſecrecy of no ayail ; 


madneſs, bi 


That leads tow rds the frontiers of ee 
there, | 


V'11 haſte away, nor leave the warm purſuit 
Till I 0 found them truſt them to my care. 
1 


Ten thouſand thanks await thee—fortune ſure ä 


Envies the glory of our proſp'rous hands; 


And longs to ſhare the merits of the deed, „„ 4 
But yet, methinks, one caution ſtill remains "0 


*T were ſafer could we ſtop the tongues of 4 5 
| Say 3 3 haſt thou thought of what we talk'd * 


LYONS. 


0 


- o Tz. ons, 


1 have.” 


And what ? And tow | ere. ten me the 
RE 1 „„ 


; LYONS 


The m. means are fix'd—and ſhortly ſhall be yours, „ 
I have prepared a deadly pois'nous draught, „ 
Thrice deep diſtill'd-whoſe qualities are ſuch, 
That the inſinuating ſubtle; juice 1 5 
_ Shall ſteal ſo ſoftly thro? her yielding frames! = © 
As gently to compoſe her failing ſpirits ;_ 
And lull each ſenſe and faculty in ſleep— 
Which ſleep, is death—death moſt inevitable : „ " 
No fierce. convulſion, agonizing pang, _ "> | 
Or wild diſtortion, to create alarm ;— — 1 i 
But it ſhall ſeem as tho“ twere nature's ſelf $4 1 
That yieldsy to death's ſofteſt * embrace. 


1 0 YZ ke 


1 AED Lyons ! for thy ma be it mine 
T adminiſter the draught—Then- all is done; 
And all ſo deeply lain, there 's rok 
An interval betwixt the thought and deed— 
20 not po you—Lyons ! haſte away, 


SCENE, 


; | : "4 2 4 3 E 23 LP * 
: 5 1 3 2 . 5 Wed 
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 Vartois—Lyons. , © ” 
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hg A. ns 85 | . 8. 
But why theſe horrors, and tormenting fears? 
Why comes not peace upon the wings of wealth? 
And eaſe, and quiet, with ſecurity E 
Still do I tremble, like the wayward ſieed, 
That ever ſtartles ws "Ig higheſt fed.) 


28 * 0 N 8. 
Why, Valois, now ſo. thoughtful. = | ough 7” 


4 foe 
Toj joy and happineſs—it dwells alone 
Upon the wrinkled brow of haggard care, 
But never firs n the ſmile 85 Peace. „en 


* 4 a ; | 


Lyons! I thought alone of ſcenes of bliſs— 
And hail'd my, fortune give me joy, good, 


„ CHAUBERT; OR, 


L v O N s. 


With all my heart and now 1 fuln would urge 
My well-earn'd claim for on the fair ſucceſs 
our es, half was R's. my due.— 


„ v A 1 0 1 8. 


Wharf half ſaid'ſt thou ?—Nay, hath not 
Lyons now | 


Of 2225 but; t joy and mutual gratulations 


LYONS. 


What! talk not now !—Your promi 

2 large; 5 „ 
And the big words Foll'd . from your lips, | 

Of wealth, and of e and warm 1 1 0 — + | 


v A 0158: 


wb Nay, Lyons;—prithee—by and by we'll 9 
But for the half —- why, - thou ſhalt never want; 
My honor, and my bounty will ſecure thee. 


Eo, IF ON: 
” Want E is this the rich reward of all? 


And can I want while I have hands like theſe? | 
9 ſhall I toil, and plot, and perpetrate, | 


And 


1 


And riſk my life, and damn my very ſoul; 
And do what others Sr want. 


V S 


| Peace—peare—you ſhall not be without reward; 
Nor will I, Lyons, pay it grudgingly— 
Did I fay half Well, Lyons—do nos far | 
We'll talk about it at ſome other time. * 1 


SCENE IL 
Curſe wi thy ſelf 1—What! want! thou « daftad 


5 ““ 5 
Was it not I that help'd hes to thy AT L 


Is this then the reward ?—Shalt never want.— ? 

F ool that I was !/——but hence, 4 — 
thought, 25 4 

Go, ſeek ſome fairer objeA—O ! my ; Conſtantia, 

No, — thou ſhalt not die 

Sure *tis a hard and complicated part 


I have to play not want !— : 
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ConsTanTiAa—Lyons. 


CONSTANTIA, | 
„ . So deep i in thought — 
"Fai ain monks I know the purport—for they, ſure, 
Would ſuffer nothing by diſcovery. 


L 1 6k 8. 


Nay; ; Madam much 5 fear r they would— 
wand re Wal! | 


Os TAN TIA. 


Ha! I muft ſift them then; ; for much 1 4520 
Some black deſign. (Aline 
Dare you not tell them me? 

Alas! *tis I'm the victim of your thoughts, 
1, the ſad object of your cruelty. 

O! gentle Lyons! if your ſighs were true, 
That whiſper'd tender love, and ſoft regard ; 
If your warm words were warranted by faith ; 
Or, if one ſpark of pity touch'd your mind, 

= You wo'd give me time to think—before I die; 
| And,—if I muſt die 


L Y- 


THE MISANTHROPE 3 2 


L Y Ve N 8. 
—Nays ; thou ſhale not die= | (iſlam) 2 


CONSTANTIA. 


Then tell me e knew "ok all pre- — 5 
. | tence ;j— 1 3 | 
I knew there was but one Top ever lov'd 
And be was wont to tell each inmoſt FF ; 
He deem'd me worthy to partake his ſou s, 
And thus, he won my heart—Ah ! nk, _w | 


How cloſe js. confidence allied to love: = 
Nay, if thou know'ſt, I charges con) ure Fe tell, b 


LYONS. 


Ys 1 wil tell thee all ;—my willing ſoul 
; Gladly unboſoms all its ſecrets here. we. 
True; they haye ſought 1 life; and knowing 
| well : , 
Thou know'ſt too much to leave chem ſafe, or | 
form” d „„ 
A horrid plan to poiſon thee,— e N 4 


. 


co f „. a, SER 


And ſay what more—T — 1 on thy fairs 
Make me the full partaker of thy ſoul ; ; 
Or hope oye for a moiety of love— ” 


6.3. And 7 


— . g 


eo 


. 5 
: 2 


RY 8 


* 


/ 


s CHAUBERT;'OR, 


And what of Chaubert, what of Lewis—ſay 2— 
Sleeps their revenge, and luſt of avarice 25 


LY 0K 8. 
55 it deep nat 5 


* 


CoNs ANTI A. 


Nee the whole 6 
(Ab wil kw fears my ſoul for Lewis” fate! 
Death would to me be cloth'd in mild arrays. 
Did it bear —_ of his, Happineſs.) Alida. 


75 


LYONS. 


Ha! is all ſafe ? (leaks ground) 3 eye ö 


no ear? 


Then hear me for the villain plot is this— d 


By well contriv'd, and ſpecious forgeries, 

The other moiety of Chaubert's fortune 

Is well nigh center d in their graſping hands; 
For Lewis name is forg'd to ſundry bills 

Of large amount ; ; that on diſcovery 

He only would þe ruin'd, or . 


CONSTANTIA. 


Ha 1 is ĩt ſo ve wuſt not ther reſt here, 


1 
— - 


„ 


5 — 


L * 0 N 4 
v bat 3 thou 2 


CONSTANTIA. 


This I mean——but firſt attend 

For by this light I ſwear, that thy conſent 
Or thy refuſal here, will fix my ſoul ;— 

And either plant a grateful growing love, 
Or rooted, fixed, irrevocable hate. 


LY 0.06. 


Nay ; tell me then the terms—for were it death 
In direſt form, I ſhould not heſitate, 


wy 


C£OnSTANTEA. 


Ar 


This plan then muſt not be thou muſt away; 


And to the magiſtracy quick diſcloſe / „ 


The forgery—Valois and Louiſa 
Muſt be apprehended - and be left 
Thenceforth unto the mercy of the law— 


LYONS. (Thinking) __ 


* \ 


(Ha! it were well by Jove himſelf ' twere well ; = 
Nay; it were ſweet revenge thou ſhalt not want! 


And now ten thouſand other thoughts beſet 
my hs brain; _ tell me it were l 


i (Au. 
„% a. 


3 


3 
. 
1 
* 3 
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CONSTANTIA, 


And do's chou heſitate N 


. Nys i it is * | 
| By that . hind. tis done—there needs 19 
I will 3 the RL 222 55 

And for thy ſafety, love, fear not=for here, 

1 have prepar'd for thee a kindly draught, 
Diftil'd from herbs moſt innocent and fair 

A ſleeping draught—which curſt Louifa thinks 
| To be rank poiſon—fear not thou to take it, 
But, for myſelf—I muſt for ſome ſhort ſpace ” 


Away, and leave you—ſhortly to return, 


For love, and hope, and Joy ſhall e me home. 25 


c ON S TAN TIA. 


F * 


7 


1 tis a draught of feath, "twill end my woes ; 


And ſave me from a fate perhaps more dread, 
If but a potion of ſome gentler power, 
- Of ſoporific and mild influence, 

I'll take it—for 'twill paſs a ling ring time: 
And chance my Lewis, ere that I awake, 
May back return for 'tis my only chance— 
4 nd ſhould the villain; 5 aa with paſſion, haſte, 
7 4 And 


Lg þ. 


1 MISANTHROPE. „ 


And ey 17 hope of reſcue be foregone, 
I have a truſty friend, that ſafely I 
At wy heart ken, and din 17 its ea UII 
"FUN fir, abieu—and pre be whos you Ll 


And may wy 7 quick return revive it here. 


(aan bi ref we . 
1 1 0 E N E Fin 5 
L * O N 8. 
| Thanks my den Conſtanes 1 ch0u hal TY 
5 


That meets each wiſh, and mpulle of my 
Had not thy hand eſfay'd to perfect it 
Twould have been müßte p, nnn half 
| complete. 5 | : 

Yes, Valois and e ſhall die 

I'll to the officer tis ſweet revenge |— | 

What !] ſcorn my words] reject my promis'd claim! 
And baſely, like a yillain beggar treat me; 
With telling me that I ſhall never want !— 


| Thence, with the lightning" S py -R mount wy 
Ss horſe 


ſoul. 


- 


4 


9 CHAUBERT; OR, © 


And wildly traverſe all the globe, in queſt 
Of Lewis and of Chaubert=they muſt diem. 
For Lewis' death muſt perfect my ſucceſs _ 
With ſweet Conftantia—ftill ſhe thinks of him, 
Tho', like her ſex, ſhe now begins to falter, 


And owns, and feels, a growing love tow'rds me 


The fleepy potion ſhall ſecure her ſafe, 

Until the vile defigner of her death | 

Be far remov'd ;—not to moleſt her more, 
When ſhe awakes, my confidential ſlaves 

(Still keeping up the rumour of her death) 

Shall guard her ſafe, till I again return, 
Thus ſhall I gain, what moſt on earth I love; 
And more,—by Valois and Louiſa's death, 

| Their wealth, in lack of Lewis, is Conſtantig's , 
And being her's, tis mine—thus deep's my plot; 
And thanks unto this active plodding brain, 5 
For drawing to a center, ſuch a croud _ 

Of intereſts ſo oppoſite——Away— 

Apd love, and i ” jur'd TY 85 me on, 


”. 


$CENE 


„ 


e VI. 


. N FE 3 > 
ain. 1 
* 4 8 * 4 ; : * X - ; 
* 


Cn p - ; 
| (Chauber meeting him and ſmiling nalcingy 55 
C HAU B E N T. 


Ha this i is well—twill do—Pve 4 far 0 


Yields not this wilderneſs a rick repaſt 7 


L E W 1 8 


"he truth it does for ] myſelf have met] 
A many ſcene of high wrought miſery; 
And trod alone on paths of wretchedneſs— 


But ſay what haſt thou ſeen? What ſorrows met? ; 


And what thy ronte, fince laſt we parted bere. 


CHAPEL; 4; 
Then hear my tale- for it is big with woe. 
When as we reach'd the drear frontiers of drain, 


My boſom ? gan to glow at vivid ſcenes. 
Of death and deſolation on the heath 


Barren and wild, "Rat'd meagre famine round . 


Upon the blaſted, and uncultur'd waſte, . 
gate poverty and pride ;—trail'd in the Toy. 

| boy the wither'd viges * 88 ſound 
Oh 


$ 


9 CHAUBERT; OR, 


Of human voice was near ;—the hand of man 
Was ſtill the ſong of birds was huſh d; ;—for 
notes 

Of harmony were fled afar the villages, 

With unroof d ſheds, were 2 7 here and 
| there; 

Where beggary and vermin ON „ 

On beds of ſtray; Ah! this will do;” I cried; 
$5 This ſcene was made for man, and * enjoy it. 


L. E 8 355 8. Cs 
| Ab! 'twas a ſcene indeed! 


CHAUBERT, , 


5 As on I paſt, LIE 
A yellow, half arv'd form before me ſtood; 15 
Cloak'd to the heels in rags ;—his broad- 0 
1 beaver 
On his head; thro' which! his farieg . erept out; 
Like ſnakes, upon the ſhoulders of a fiend, _ 
And ſuch, I cried, for ever be the fate | 
Of man | Come here, ye ſophs, and reaſoners | 
And now declaim upon the qualities 
Of human nature ;—and with ſcorn, degrade 
Each rank of beings, in creation, elle 
4 e come j and view proof moſt demonſtrative, 
A ſtate, that eyen dogs would, en e. ts 5 


THE MISANT HROP r. ; 


But be it mine t' enjoy the grateful hot, „ = 
Th aggravate his woes with inſult keen, 
Of charity. Hark'ee Caſtilian; here nals hs 
Take this pi iſette,” 'Feried, e takè ĩt eco, 
is filver from the mint of Mexico; _ 
1 A weary Spaniard dug it from e gs — 

« A F renchman gives it you put by your pride, 
And touch it.“ Cursꝰd be your nation vile 
Cried the wan wretch, and wrapt him in his rags, 
« 1']1 ſtarve before I take it from your hands,” 
« ee then, —1 cried—and you 1 . 


"ET WE. 


Twas great! 
Why did I heed thy rigorous commands 
And loſe ſuch rich adventures Bey Wan next 7 


CHAUBER TT. 


I climb'd-a barren mountain thence 5 beneath. 
Whoſe ſides, the wolves in deſert deep, did howl ; 
And on whoſe rugged top, the, vultures ſeream d, 
As roaming round, in frightful flocks, for prey. 
I look'd, and ſaw a manſion at my feet; 55 
Vaſt, as its founder's pride - gloomy, and dark, - 
As was his foul ;z—twas the Eſcurial.— 1 
Here then the tyran knees Bersesb 
1 cried} 17 hard as theſe rocks his ſavage throne; 

p 4% Waſte 


eee 


4 Waſte as theſe deſarts his dominion.” — Fn 


A meagre creature paſs'd me z—in his eye 

Star'd famine; z—ſtrait he caſt a look hes” 

| And ſprung upon a kid that browz'd below; 

He ſmote it with his ſtaff ;—and in his wallet 

Thruſt it in haſte. —* Ah ! ſacrilegious wretch !” 

A brawny villain cried ; as from the rock * - 

He leap'd, and ſeiz'd him he trembling, fell 
Upon his knees, and cried aloud for mercy. 

4% Hal mercy, villain! would'ſt thou then purloin | 

The church's goods, and dare to hope for mercy? 

« Take that,” he cried, and ſtruck bim to the 

earth, | 
Then arge d him tow rds the convent =o ! *twas 
great: 


I could have hugg'd the miſcreant for the deed : * 
Waſt not well done? | 


* * w 1 a 


Twas nobly done indeed. 


CHAUBERT. 


1 hied me on; and reach'd the mountain's top; 
Beneath whoſe ſides a city fair outſpread — 
Her open ftireets—wheg from the hither gate, 
I faw a large proceflion move; and join'd them— 
kw Was the fathers * the inquiſition + 
| Leading 


*T were beſt to meet, and to accoſt him here; 
And learn the cauſe of this ſo ſtrange appearance. 


THE M 18 A NT H ROPE. 
Leading along a trembling wretch to torture, 
Clad in a ſaffron colour'd veſt 3 and round 
Painted with flames of fire; - before his eyes 8 
Erected was the croſs ;—the wretch was dragg' 4 
To execution ;—they lighted up a fire | 
Around him, and ſang praiſes to their God 
Whilſt the fell flames gently conſumed the victim. 
He was a Jew that ſuffer'd; ; they Chriſtians ; 
That tormented—— | 
«© Now ſee (ſaid I) what God's religion i 3 
« When in the hands of man.” I paſt along 
And reach'd the time and place, where we reſolv d 
To meet But hermit ſee, | 
What means yon light, methinks of af pet ſtrange? 
A mighty city ſeems to ſtrike my eyes, 5 
At once in ruins, and magnificent; „ | 
- Whilſt unroof'd ſtructures, and the abrupt heads 
« OF balf-form'd towers break u pon the view. 


See from the town a citizen approaches 


n e ; 5 3 * 4 
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einigten 1 
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ot Citizen! and 40 1 N wean 4 
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: 1 Von ſhapeleſs heap of half built ad 1 5 
Von tumult wildly hifling on the 2 2 6 „ 


5 


The noiſe of aftificers.;" _ wh ery. ET 
Of people in the-ſtreets ? . 9 50 5 


; 2 - mo 5 | - : 8 - 
1; ; % 
oO 


ee 
„% ê&/ !; ſtranger ſi firs FT... LD 55 - 
(For ſure jour ir genes do beſpeak you wel 55 
Are you ſo foreign then to theſe our parts, 5 | 5 „ 
That fame has ne'et reported to your chr, „ 


SW + 
CHAUBERT. „„ 
r . 
Wretched, and ſad l- then let's have more of i it. „ 

# S 
EE Yon city ; erſt the glory of the world, 8 | 
= .:- Fair, and for ſtately ſtructures beats.” . 

5 Of late was viſited by Heav'n's high hand, . / 

Or for, age viſe intent, or puniſhment, F 
e M./oſt . 
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15 | Moſtj ufth t once Fo famine, fi and enge 
| The 7 AuQures fell ; the palaces „ 
_ Lay] level with the ground; che roving flames TY 
| Roam'd wide from doof to door ; „ the beople rc b 


—— . ay "WW - 
# ; ry 
5 * „ 


* flarv'd . e . 
By Fain e Kar'd tound on n preſen ae. . 


FIC * 5 5 
— S 


DE 7. CH A. 0 B E R 1 1 


* 


00 bee they nor the inquiſicion here ** . 


CITIZEN, 1 
| They bare. To | | 


5 e c HAURER T. 


And bs they make this outery then ” wo 5 0 
About a famine ?—let them give or thanks 
1 And bleſs themſelyes. b „ 


a. 


- Re, E 


. . eee + ct 


| 


„„ : O, firs ! "ewas piteous bad! 
| There, where yon turret rears its craggy head, 5 
A royal palace flood ;—there firſt the flames | 
- Ambitious mounted, and mark'd out their prey. „„ 


1 


CHAUBERT. 


Ha! 200 the palace was deſttoyd! And bers 
Where Ea high ruin totters ſtood a ſecond? | 


4, > ce 


MN 3 


 Along—let's view them—let us to the feaſt ; 


(((((—. „ | 


C1 T2 KE N. th. 


Alas ! methinks I ſee the raging flames 


Now from yon tow'r, in all their fury, freep— 


And there— 


CHAUBERT. 


Ah ! where ?—Stay—let me view the ſeene, 
Heav'n's !—and do ſtill the rapid flames aſcend, 
Rapt in a turbid volume now they rage, 
Sweep thro each avenue, and ſcour along. 
See, now they gain the ſummit ; there awhile 
They ſtand, t'enjoy the havoc—Noble flames | 
Would that myſelf were fire! Now they deſcend, 
As tho” to rally all their force again; 

And greet their comrade, famine, in the ſtreets, 
Hark !—for methinks I hear the piercing yell _ 
Of wretches, girt in flames. Ha! there he falls; 3 


. Down from the n what heaps oh. 4 


woe! | | | 
Now underneath, pale famine Ralks along; © . 


Death, cloth'd in terrors; fear, and fury with him, 


And ſweep the ſcanty ſtreets, —See yon poor „ 
wretceh! . | 5 


Horror, before him, flares him i in the face ; ; : 


Whilſt death, behind him, tears him quick away. 


Let 


THE MISANTHROPE. by ” 1 _ 
| Let us add noiſe, 3 add cry, to ry; 
| Confuſion, to. e groans to Ses 
| Away ;—T would not miſs it for the world. 


DD. 3 the above he advances by er to the . 


jo CI T I Z E N. ds jars 4 3 > 
Nay thanks to Heaven ! you may cry alones 
gs (Ozaubert turns round.) 
The 8 ee the fire aſſuag d, 5 
And the torn earth, beſpent, and tir'd with pain, 
At length is huſh'd—and now 'tis diff rent all., 
The City 'gins to ſmile; the walls Cuprear ' 
Their heads, the gilded palaces to ſhine; | 
OO then let us go -- (eing.) 
HG the above Ghaubert . os of * | 


ons + 


CHAUBERT: 


N Avaunt !—l will not. | 
CITIZEN. 
| Strait on th' alarm, from England's friendly 


Were ſhips diſpatch'd ; laden with richeſt flores © © 
To ſuccour and relieve our ruin'd city. 
Es people took their bounty; were preſery'd, 


H 2 / And 


— 


10% CHAUBERT; OR, 


And then—their fortunes, and their lives ſec 
They turn'd and rs 6” em all for heretic wo” 


CHAUBERT. 


Ha! this is as it ſhould be ; this i is gh, 
> Theſe men are wiſe, and act up to their natures ; 
Out on the Engliſu—I˙II have none of them; 
A ſight of one would melt my ſtony heart, 
With ſome romantie ſhew of truth or virtue 3 : 
For whilſt the world beſide are knaves confeſt, | 
10 heſe People ever will be fools, * 


ra CITIZEN. 


I $0 „ ; *And now ' 

| The . voice of j joy is heard around, 

Wide echoing thro” Non ſtreets; each 3 
Calls to his mate, and bids him hail the bel _ 

For he that erſt had not a bed to lie on, =. 
| Now has a houſe to live in. x 


i 


„„ 
| Hence—away— (To Lets.) 
Theſe people” 8 uy miſeries make them happy. 


LEWIS. 
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Seb yonder-is a croud, chat haſte vembark - : 
On board a ſhip, now ready for its voyage — oY 
For the wide ſheets invite the fav'ring gale, 
That ſwells them with its breath n. thou 

along? 
And j Join the crew ? —better than linger 12 


CHAUBBERT, 
I care not whare I go—l will along. 
| " (To the Citizen.) 
Go; get you to your town ; and there provoke 
Again the ſcourge of Heav'n—l attend you; 
Haſte ; let us join 2 and * their 285 . 


E vn. 


LF WEL 8. 


Von ſhip is bound | for  Bourdeaux—and my ; 
plans | $0 
Have now ſucceeded to tranſport him thither. | ; 
Thus, on I roam—and, like the Indian fun, 
Still caſt my eyes on miſery and woe. 
I will not leave him; - for his feeling ſoul 
At length muſt yield to nature's preſſing claims, £ 
O! my Conſtantia! may far ſweeter cares 
. your waiting hours but who comes here ? 


H 3 — Methinks 


Methinks 'tis THe Ha 1 Louiſy' $ friend, 
And Valois' firm ally - ſure no good deed 
Directs his ſteps thus far—Ah1! much I feat 
'Tis Chaubert's death, 


8 G N E N 
Ls en e 


LY ONS. 


Stay, man 1-—if ſuch thou art; 
For thy rude garb, and ſtrange habiliments, 
Would fain beſpea thee of fome other kind. 


* w T. 5 
What wanteſt thou ? 
L F” o N 8. 


I've wander'd from the road 
Full many a mile, leaving my uſcleſs ſeed 
Behind me; whilſt thro' devious paths I've trod; 
Say; haſt thou ſeen of late paſs by this ym. 
Two men of ſtranger look ; 


LEW 149, 
T Ha ! is it co? _ Alu. 
Say what their names,? for ſome time hence there 


paſs d 
— Ty. 


THE MISANTHROPE, uo * 


Two, who in cloſeſt converſe rapt, a 
Some wild ſuſpicions i in my ben,, 


L Yo N 85 
. Shaokert; 1 * iy 
22 nd Lewis,— tr „„ 1 
* 5 E W 1 „„ 1 
85 he ſame—what would chou with wem? 
1 ET * = 5 
3 fain would ſee them. 
LE W I S, 


That chen perchance may'ſt never. 
Chaubert thou can'ſt not ſpeak with—as for Lewis, 
He ſtands; and challenges thy bus'neſs with him, 
Affen, himſelf, and aig” 52 e cron | 
8a fword, ) 


L. XY O *  (8tarts and drab.) 


Hal is it ſo ?—then thas my errand lies 
No farther would I ſeck—and now may fate 
Secure the prize I aim at—Youth take care | 
Have at * heart. 


2 E, w 1 8. 

Fu ware and Heav'n defend me 
(They fight, Lyme falls) 
H 4 . 8 


Ti 
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L O 


Hal am 1 ſtruck ? perhaps a gentle wound. 
Again—— 

( Attempting to riſe fall ; ; aud drops bis ſword. 7 
Hal it is deep too deep—alas !— 
And muſt my plans all periſh with my life 1 
Uncertain tenure! did they reſt on that? 
Now, Valqis ! now, Louiſa! ye re aveng'd— - 
It muſt be lo rival Conſtantia. 

* * 1 77 


; - 


1 * „1. 


What meant he x choſe words that ſeem'd to 
hang | 


| Upon his parting breath ir 


— There, villain, lye! ; | 
Till thy vile carcaſe rot expos'd to th! air 


There lye, unſeen, unſhrouded, and untomb'd ;j— 


Save what the rude winds may in pity give; ; 
Strewing ſome Og leaves to cover r thee, 


Eng of Aa * e Fourth, 


ACT 
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. 22 F * n board a a-, lauen. 
8 H A v B E R Y.. (Solus.) | 


OW roar the elements; now rage the ſeas; 
Now nature, all in arms, with wide uproar, 
Confounds the air, the ſkies, the waves, the winds, 
The fearful crew, inwrapt in horror round, 
Run here and there, and ftrain their ev'ry nerve. 
And now,—whilft others are beſpent with toil, 
And care alone to fave their ſinking ſtate, 
Now is the time for me, alone, to think. . 
To think N — on | TR ?—On life—and 
rate | | 
The good ww evil that it civw's and know 
If beſt it were to make a full ſtop hers; 
Or elſe-craw] küren on—O ! it is dark! 


te 


A 
OS * 4 


106 G HAU BERT; O „ 
It is a ſcene of wild deluſion all; 


Me are the toys, the ſport of Heav? . that . 


At what is right ;z and laughs at what is wrong. 
The Pow'rs abo 


e, they ſay, do only laugh, 
To ſee us toil, and ſweat, and care for nought ; 
For baſe born objects, and for low purſuits— 


But, laugh n well me dor gur baſe- horn 
cares, 


. And toils and ſweats, jnduc'd, and recompens'd, 
By objects, worthy af our nature's reach; 


Tho” not of theirs—nay ; let them rather ſpare 


Knowledge. more high; and-we wil ehenge our 


views. 


Ah! rather ſay they heed us not; nor care 


For ought below—nor talk of Providence, 


That thro? the miſts, and mazes of eyents, 
Still gives to virtue, a ſecure retreat. 
Tis folly all for virtue there is none 


| Shew me the man that ſecks another's good; 
Who ſeeks his own, moſt cunningly, is beſt. 


Nay ; we are ſhook together in a lump, _ 


And left alone to grovel in the dark. 


Ab ! in the dark indeed !—a Hearn dark 0 5 
Where, as we onward look, our eyeſight fails; 


1 Death ſtares us in the face ; and beyond death 
There is—we know not what: 


whether the ſou] . 
Plunges in diſſolution or renews 


Its 
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Its being; - the where, and how, we know not— 
The glimm'ring light that hope perchance allumes, 
Shines like the paly glow-worm in the dell 
Park'ning around more drear and ſenſible.— 
And ſtill, as lights the taper from afar, 
Doubt, in a miſty circle, hovers round,— | 
What then on earth to court our fond apprize. 
It ſeems we are not made for now for ah . 
T' enjoy the preſent, were impoſſible, 
To one reflective for the future ſtill, 


Hangs like a weight ; ; and ſinks, below compare, : | 


Each other thought, —for the ambitious ſoul 

Scorns the ſcant boundary of preſent knowledge ; ; 
And urges on to highter acquiſitions, 

Tiis darkneſs all no certainty —no truth! 

Say then, to live, or die ?—to live, methinks, 5 

Were cowardly; for here we know the worſt: 

We know the varied Ms that life affords 5 

| Or pain, or ſorrow, or adverſity.— 

To die, were to explore an unknown coaſt 3 

And ſtepping on perchance, a few ſhort years 
Before our time, to leave a land we hate; 

And try the chances of another cline,— 
Methinks I feel a longing to explore it; 
And my fierce ſoul, that now alone is fit _ 

For mad extremes, leaps at the fateful view, 

There, then 's the ſpot - down on the ſwelling fea 
1 2 8 Wh 1 


Fr 
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2 
bx. 

2 

FIT: 


Where fierce the hoarſe ware . on the fern f 


1 plunge 


(The form continues, and 800 W the above, : 
Chaubert” not regarding it—excepting now and 
med 10 1 and looks round WW) 


7 C.ENE K. 
cuνον,ůt-Lxyi. 
* T; W 5 

"On raw ler! how now] why ling reſt t here? | 


C HAU BERT, 
What doſt thou here e ſent fop 


OE} - 
L E W 1 8. 
| What! hear'ft thou not the gen'ral voice of 
terror? . 


Along; we' re all i in danger—ſtay not here, 


n A VU B ER T, 
| Let thoſe who danger fear, provide againft it, 


I fear no dangers—for I've felt the worſt. — 
Go, ye ſoft wretches ! form'd in fairer hour. 


Who neyer knew the blaſts of miſery; ; 


And, - 


THE M ISA * 1. H R 0 * b. 10 


And, nous: to the: injuries 5 fate Ro 

Tremble at danger; go, — get hard to 2 

lad not thy ill-tim'd, and abrupt approach f 
Prevented, 1 had tried Zhi 15 of 1 


L 


51 mall not leave him i then, ſpire of the ſtorm. 
| Eh  [ Afage. 
(Sailors paſs arſe in haſte, oying in emen, 8 
di 935 | 


CHAUBERT. 


Ha! ſure the tempeſt rages there it breaks; 
The warring elements will now revenge Wee 
See, how the ghaſtly waves gape wide aſunder ; 
Down, down the veſſel ſinks, to deepeſt hell. 
And now again they roar; and now they riſe ; 

And laſh the very ſtars—and down again 

They fall Emblem right meet of man's ambition. 
Ha! there it goes ! there was a craſh indeed 

See how the ſailors ſtrive with doubled cares; . 
Whilſt ſome beſpent with toil, or ſunk with fear, 
Are on their knees, poor filly, coward ſouls ! 

And calling on their tutelary ſaints.— 

Ah ! call aloud; or they . never hear; 

'Tis a rude orm | 


SCENE 


/ #86 CHAUBERT; On, 
l ; 


SCENE u. 


CravnertT—Lewis—CAPTAIN, ; 
CHAUBERT. 
Stop, Captain where ſo faſt? 
A word with you; ſay, whither bound E 
CAPT AIN. 


To hell! — 
For nothing, but the devil, ever drove 
Alt ſuch a rate as this; — come, firs, along „ 
All hands are wanting ;—hither to the mes 


% % 2 1 


CHAUBERT—LEWIS. 


CHAUBERT. 


- Din let them want 3—for 1 they ſhall for 
me. . 1 
Ha rages the ſtorm —_ dire - death ftares around s 
And . and n and groans are intermix'd, | | 
(Cries of diftreſs.) 
al nature ſeems difſolv'd; now groans the ſhip;— 
Now 


THE, MIS A NTH ROPE. 


Now her torn plapks wide. open to the waves; 
And in a thouſand horrid, ghaſtly forms, 


Grim death ſalutes them.—Ha ! there *tis again— | 


That was for Valojs—ba that for Louiſa— 


Thanks, kindly wayes | thanks, friendly elements ! 
That take the part of nature s enemy; 
Ha roar again— 0 e abates.) | 


* 


# 


1. E W. I 8. 


Or do my eyes deceive me ; 
Or brightens not ns from ae clouds? 


CHAUBERT., 


Winds ! wildly rage waves, n b doubled 
force— 5 £6 1 
Ye warring elements n huſh'd ? What means 
Von light ?—Methinks the waves abate their fury; 
And the fierce winds *gin huſh their wild uproar. : 


| CHAUBERT=—LEwiS—SAILORS. 


ak SAIL 2 R. 
Obers, lads, the ſtorm abates.— 


2d SAIL- 


112 CHAUBERT; 0 N, 


0 A ILO R. | 
Thank Got, "tis leſi.— 


3d. 8 i te 
Hate to the pump tis well—the work i is 00. 


$ C E N E ve 


ee VIEWS: 


L E W TI 8. | 
' Ay, i it is ſo—th* horizon clears around ; 


The in thunder 8 mouth, now hoarſe and I 


5 Roars diſtant, and leſs loud :—the 8 flaſh 


With flames leſs vivid :—and the impetuous wind, 
Is calm'd methinks, to a more equal ge. 


CHAUBERT:. 


. And is it ſo — and will the fools be favd?. 


| (Storm abates more.) 
hut whither bend we? * thou yet our 
| courſe? | 
Again the Captain comes ;—his ſurly look 

Worn down to ſoftneſs, and his aſpect chang'd. 


SCENE. 


8 


4 I * 
e VI h N 5 . by 
Ks ä a 
*F * 1 * . LE * 


N 


p 
oe PE 
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| Onaunanr—Lawn—CArrAnn.” 


a H A UB ER 'T. 
6, our. 4 whither bound? „„ 


CAPTAIN. 


- Nays: my good fie! 12 4 
I now can e as * "0 to do— | 
With God's good leave—for ey 'Ty thing at ſea, 
Goes? as it one God, wigs en ns Bourdeaux, | 
e "of SY ES Aan N id 
© HA U B E R 8 5 5 

. Bourdeaux. 7 MP 8 1 Serge : T3 5 

c A 7 ＋ 0 1 N. 

1 freighted out, from Ty. — 
A cargo of all neceſſary goods; 
To help the ſuff*rers with; whom late we left; 
And ſball return with wine, to my employers. 
And thus, help out a charitable voyage, 
If it pleaſe God to ſecond our endeavours, 
Perchance, with ſome ſmal] profit, to od 


5 { l * et 5 « 
g 5 8 * 5 


. - CHAU- 
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c HAU B E R T. | 
6 Hey-dayl. fair Feather, dengel ſeems to 


change 


This fllow's ner | 7 
CAPTAIN. 


As ſoon as we. arrive 
1 vin go ſeek this Monſieur Chaubert ws 3 
I Chaubert Jarl.) | 
And get the e of Ys bills, 


” 1 Chaubert! 1 

And bills! ſome ee ceachery ! what mean 

oa Cop ata mw or" 

My name is Chaubert—let me ſee hs bills. 
(Captain gives Chaubert the bills.) 

By heav'ns ! 'tis ſo! my name is forged to bills, 

Of large amount, and due acceptance made. 

What! Lewis' name ! A hen 1 mankind are 


villains. 
„„ 
(Wretch th that! am ! when wilt my! n end, 5 
| | c 7 a 55 (Aldi.) 
Perchance tis hex. 
CAP. 


OS 
2 


THE MISANTHROPE. 1 
„„ E 775 911 85 
CATZ bak 
And forg 50, perchance, by Vitor TE 4! 
1 knew young Lewis well he was not wont 75 
To wander from the paths of ee N 


mae vi- 
130 : „ 


chAU BERT. 
Know thou ought of him ? 


F .. 1 7 * 


| | ; CAPTAIN, 7 
x Too well. I know him—to my fopow E know bims 
For he was once the author of my ruin. 


I was a trader then i in affluence; 4 
But brought to what you ſee me by his arts. 
But I forgive him „ ( Harti.) 
| For I now can earn 
A maintenance; 3 and am, thank God, as happy, 1 
Nay happier, in this my hard employ, _ | = 
| - han when, I liv'd in eaſe, and indolence. 
But if be as cheated, and abus d his ſon, 1 
He is 2 villain, moſt unnatural—— 1 
And, damn him, bad I but the raſcal here 5 
I'd hang him to the mizen yard. | | 


* 


CCC 
3 * 


(Ye pow'rs ! 


And does he then forgive the wretch that Hung 8 him? 
en 207 07 en deen e 1634 Ti n Ang 


116 CHAUBERT; OR, 
And is he happier now, than when full fed 
With riches, and proſperity Away x 
The man is mad—T, will not ſtand a. near him:— 8 
And yet, his features ſhew no ſymptom ſtrange, 


No wand'ring i in his eye ;—no convuls'd nerve 


No ſpeech irregular; or phrenſied glare; (Aſide.) 
And can you then forgive him from Lyons heart ? 


235 


"CAPTAIN. 


Yes, from my ſoul, I can—or how ſhould [ 
Ere hope to be egy” nf — 


"© e 
Ha! that's cloſe, 


a That ſtrikes my heart; I cannot bear that ſtroke 
I muſt away Good Hermit lead me hence. 


- CAPTAIN. 
f No wonder, that he ſeems ſo much diſturb'd— 
For he 's not us'd to trouble and misfortunes 
But I muſt hence for now the op RIDE. port 
Hails our arrival. x 


H CHAUBERT. 
- "I cannot TOE the light— : 


Ab! lead me off—=there s ſomething here that ſtill 


Tugs at my heart-ſtrings—lead me to the cabin. 
SCENE 


THE MISANTHROPE. 11 
$ © E * E vi. 
ion I Prijm. — : 
; | VaLor—Lovisa—in Chains. 1 hu 
1 TED 0 . "os 
And is it come to this? And maſt I change 
The fairy proſpects, that erſt charm'd my eyes, 


For ſcenes of real, and ſubſtantial woe - 
os And will this fair, and goodly ſcene remain, 
And the world ſtill roll on, and day and night, 
And all things be the ſame and I, not here 
Dead l- dead to life, and joy and loſt to „„ = 
It cannot will not e a _— Ah! get 1 
thee gone, | — 
Wou'd that l'd never ſeen thee! would es wy 
i 15 hin e noon 1; = 
Had never þeen the minions of 5 will 1255 27 
No canſt thou comfort me, or bring a den, | 
7 To ſoothe me in the dark, and dreary priſon? - 
Where are thy arguments, thy ſyſtems fair? 
They will not ſtop the tumult wild of fear; 
They will not lull the dæmon of remorſe ; 5 1 
They will not ſtay the agonizing wheel; _ N 1 
Nor ſtrike a ſingle link from off our chains. 
What now but weep, and yield to deep deſpair, . 


IT AZ 1. 
RT; OR, 


mn 1 5 

I never wept nor will I weep ev'n now— 

Valois ! thy coward ſoul ne'er knew a thought 

Whoever dares, makes up his mind to danger ;— 
And knows _ to eas or to 12 855 


155 v. AL 0 8. 


| Talk not to me of bearings=—ktion' thou 1 
Can ſtop our fate Canſt thou il a mean 
To reſcue us from death 1 5 | 

| ; | bb 


. 
1 know not oy 


WAI G. 


\ Then talk to me no more;—avaunt [away 1 
I cannot bear thy ſight—ha ! get thee gone 
Curs'd be thy arts, thy words, thy ſex, thyſelf | - 
Yes, I muſt on, the victim of thy luſt; 

* llave of wh deſigns 1 minion,—foo! 


LOUIS A 


Thou baſe born foul! and dart thou ies 
reproach 


The miſerable partner « of thy fate — TS 
We it for thee I gave up wealth and = „ 
Was 


. THE VIS AN THROPE. S 
Was'i it for theſe—theſe damned, ana chains, 
| Theſe walls,” 0 'echung with dark, eternal horror, i 
I yielded all the charms of caſe, and pleaſure?” 
And when I might have paſs'd | my happy days, 
In ſoft delight, and ſweet ſerenity, ly ; 


For love of thee, 0 loca, renounc'd ad al? 

And is it thus that you a my love? 

And curſe me when you ought to pity me:? 
Nay, let us try by every ſoothing means 


Rather to calm our fears, and ad our courage. 


V A.L.0 146 
Ah! tis too late for courage—tall of that” 
When ſomething's to begain'd, or ſomething 810. 
When there's a chance to benefit or ſerye—— - 
\ | 1 1 hopes has courage now to build upon? 
| | 'T'were ſenſeleſs, vain, and frantic violence. 
8 but delpeir units my ſoul.— 
Ah! conſcience! why draw up in full array, 
The black and dev'Iiſn deeds that 1 have done ? 
And as tho” theſe ovens "horrors e e ſmall, 
Too mean to expiate my num'rous crimes z 
Haunt my affrjghted ſoul with images 1 
Of murder, Treachery, and damned. guilt ?— N 
Away, ye ſhades [—Conſtantia—ſhe i is dead; 5 
She cannot move no ſhe is dead—thou kill'4ft 


133 her. : ood 


"= IF, 4 p N 
& © | 4b FR IE” e 11 3 


Chaybert—nay, 1 defy chee——thou art loſt 
| = | I've ” 


[$3 1 


220 CHAUBERTOR, 


I've ruin'd thee-=thou' rt wand'ring o'er the worlds 
Ere now, perchance art dead.— Ve ſhades, away. 
Lewis ] art thou my ſon f—Ah! own me not 
I do not know thee—Lewis ! know'ft thou me 7 
Why, if thou doſt not, why torment me ſo? 
Chaubert !—Conſtantia Lewis O my mind! 
Think no more of them {—away n, I pray | 
you. 


F mind is troubled ; — theſe are 
phantoms 

Of the brain, that feed on 1 
Fill not thyſelf with vain, and falſe e. 


u A . 


8 thee gone but ah |—[ too muſt 80 — 
Woman | tis thou that lead'ſt me to my death. 


7 0-09-18: 
And I will teach thee how to dic, 


V A L 0 I 8. 
Away—— 
Talk not to me of dying TI cannot die—_ 
Nay ; hold thy tongue; and hide thy curſed face— 
fark the hoarſe gate turns on its iron hinge 
The moment comes—ah whither ſhall J hide? 


„ SY HS Vn 


b. 
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Where are thy hopes, thy proſpects, and thy 3 joys? 
Now nought but horror ſtares thee in the face. 
Curſes on thee—on Lyons—on myſelf=. | 
Villain—bis arts have prompted all my fins ; 
And now his treachery full well rewards them. 


s E N 
Variete ene 


141 L O R. 


| There are without, who fain would ſpeak with 
vou. | 
J have refus'd them an FO nere; 5 
T old them how ſhort a time you had to live ; Þ 
And pray'd they would not interrupt your ſtatez 
But fill they more intreat - nor can my words, 
Or aught refuſal ſtay them Say, ſhall they enter? 


VLA OS 
| Ha! let them enter—chance tis ſome reprieve; 
My hopes are all on wing—bid them come in. 


SCENE 


7 , 0 ö 
3 az] JJC fd} WEL ZE 
8:CEN EE: VIII. 


nil vir. ys % PLE A136 ei 
VaLons ee I pol | 


(Dit) 


(ali lands be: with diſappointment and hore 
ror, Lewis hangs down his head in the deepeſt 
woe—Louiſa, at firſt, flarts z but ſhortly aſſumes 
a flern lool towards Chaubert—which he re» 
turns.) | 


LOUISA. (To Chaubert.) 
And com'ſt thou then to view the ſpeRtacle ; ; 
To hail our Kate of miſery and ruin; 3 
And with our treachery and erimes vpbraid'u us | 7 
Come wretch! upbraid us then—but, coward 
know, 
'e 've curſes Rill i in 1 lore, to anſyer de” | 


C HAU HER H. 


| Deteſied wretch 12 fain would m my blaſting 
tongue i 
Pour forth its execrations on thy head; 
And heap upon thee all thy weight of guilt l-—_ 
But ab -I cannot ;—other feelings preſs 

- Upon wy ſoul, and fink me down to tears. 

- (Weeps.) 

: VA 


THE uA, 


8 7 0 


Ah! ſave me from his fight! I cannot bear its 
Why did ye bring him at this laſt, ſad Hour, 7 
0 aggravate 1 wy, miſery and ſhame 7 as 

Is this then the reprieve ? Are theſe the hopes 
That fed my ſinking ſoul,—catching at ſtraws 
To fave itſelf O] hide me from his looks |= _ 
[Tt Peel theo! me—lran nnn, 

O! for a Sous of death to wrap me in! 


C H A UB E R T, 
01 ſhall, I wound bim with. the. deadly dart 


5 Of dire upbraidings; ſting his dying ſoul 


With horror and remorſe I cannot do 1.— 5 

21 WR | n E 210 fl . + (Turning.), 

95 Valois! 1 O, Louiſa! 1 4 Guis 
T3 * ell wit) 


8 c EN 
511} nns 210 1 3 G1 en 2 1 1 tt 
v WIS 


23 (3 3 IOW 4 


 Jaitox—and azar ac 1 
44:4. L..0 R. 
The wal is come —Pris ners you muſt away 
The execution waits I- the tolling bell 


T he warning gives—come, priſoners, away 
* E W I 1 


„ wp HAUBERTy, 0 R. 5 


. 


LEWIS. (Coming fee 


(Virtue ] thou'ſt had enough now nature calls, 
And bids my poor, ſad heart confeſs the 1 2 


ide.) 
(He Mie: bimſelf—C Chaubert + Janis a te ; 


on %, alois arts.) 


CHAUBERT. 


Heav'n's is it Lewis? my wounded heart! 25h 


The hermit Lewis f—l begin to falter.— 


Lr 


Ves; here el 21 f whoſe W 2 


i 


pow,” - © 
Not ev'n the callous and guilt-harden'd beg 
Can long oppoſe, extorts confeſſon from me, 
Remorſe, and horror, with relentleſs fury, 
Sting me ſo cloſe, that death were eaſier far, 
Jailor, releaſe them; — I'm thy priſpner ;— 

The forgery was mine my name is Lewis; 
And that affixed to the bills condemns me. 
This garb I borrow'd, to conceal my perſon, — 
But what can hide the guilty from himhſe]f— 

| Valois is innocent—and I muſt ſuffer, 

( Valiis ſeems to revive.) 


„ 


— 


CHAU- 
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CHAUBERT., 


MM n "1 isit ſo? Yes! this. is human 1 

W aß good, admir d, and honor d © ONT" 
Re of 15 1 "FT: "X es 5 ä 

Ah! | villain! 4aftard 1—deſpicable! mean! 1 
And com'ſt thou at the winding up of all, e . 
With a falſe ſhew of far · fetch d piet/,% 
To drop a few vain tears, as at the 8 ola? "i 
Of a deep tragedy ?—Nay;: get thee hence; | 
1 ſcorn thy help, and will have none of 1 1.— ” 
'Wer' t not thou, wretch! the cauſe of all our woe? 


Did'ſt thou not ſave. yon dotard from "Or hands? 


"VA 0" | 


Ah ! ſilence — .prithee nay, my Hes Louiſal | 5 
Throw not away, ſo madly, our laſt hopes— 
What ſaid'ſt thou Lewis? O my fon have ore” 
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"pes here lead me on; ſtrike off their chains; 
Mind not a mad, infatuated brain 
The deed was mine my life muſt anſwer it. 
1 6 (Going. 


LOUISA. 


ERS; 


26 CHA) v r of. 
„ 


” 


w— 1; twas both n "TO 
What! att we owe our lives to daſtard bey, 
And live a mark for ſhame and contumely ? 

- Nay; '*tis in vain but unreveng'd we gle w_ ; 
| For there's a dagger planted in ch heart, 
JC 
That ſoon ſhall bid thee periſh—As for us, 
Valois ! tis gone too far ;—death, death'alone 

Muſt wait us not icnominious 111 0 e 

High wrought with tofture; nor the racking 

b 56 wWhenn, Yen e Learns an bo ane 3a WE 

But thus, and thus, and thus iy 

(Draws a dagger and flabs Palais—then hits 
ſhe falli—Lewis runs and I ſupports V. "wp; 

And now *tis done—— ' RON ON TO 

Did not I. tell thee, Valois, I would teach 
Thee how to die ?—And'as for thee, vain youth ! 

Go, court thy ſorrows at Conftantia's tomb 

Chaubert hence to a monaſtꝰr ry Hand weep 

: "Thyſelf t to  death—Valois | ! art ready ah ! P 


: op Fi 
—_ 7 N „„ 


4 A Dia.) 
CHAUBERT, 

O my torn heart ! where can look for comfort ? 

Ah, woman! once thou lived'ſt at my heart— 


Apa. . 


Villain ! thou Vienne be z (# Pais) ( eas 


( T Thi 


And 


THE MISANTHROPE, 7 
And had I then been witneſs to a ſcene ' 
Like this, Tihould' have fall'n, and dy'd beſide thts 3 
But now—ths u art alone the aide grave” es p 
Of all 'my B00 thoughts, and enmities 
Towards mankind—and be they buried there 
For lights ſo faſt flow in upon my; meds 


That ev * og around _— convidtion, ” 


Te * w T 8. ">. am 


- 1 4 


A | Valois! Ab! my fa facher! let me hold thee, 


il on en 
. 8 7 8 


Now, wrapt in terrors, *fore i my glaring — : 


. 


Stares grilly death<T dread to ſtif a ſtep; 1 10 


And {till I hurry on -O] Lewis 1 Lewis EE, | 

I leave thee now but not as father bought - 
With tlie rich legacy of fair example,” , or | 
And a long roll 'of emulative Virtues— 85 | 
And thou 1 dare not name thee, dare not t hope, 
For pity, or for 'pardon—look' not of me: — 1 
Thou cling/Rt'unto me like à deadly weight, 

And ſeemeſt to fink me _ before 1 time. 
nod met unt: caddy e ee (online. i 


c HAUBE RT. 


O I can pity. thee, can pardon too; 
If it at all can ſooth the dreary hour, 


Or quiet thy fad foul with © one poor comfort, 
JW * CY ITE? S + #50 TE 


For mb 


128 CHAUBERT; on, 


For O! a thouſand tender ines ruſir - 
Like melted ſtreams, long frozen into ice, | : 27 


In torrents e and drown my. very ſoul. 


ofen Eder! . W 9 1 


1 „ %% f 8 


Call me not father, Lewis * 
I have no claim to that endearing title; : 
O! I have been a villain foul indeed— 
„ T-, . 

Thou know ſt not half — thank Heav'n when thou 

| know'ſt, To” 
For Hear n alone it was preſery'd thy ue | 
Doft thou not well remember, on the morn, + 
The fatal morn that ſaw, and ſeal'd our crime; | 
How, as thou lifted'ſt to thy lips the cup, 


Thy fav'rite dog, then jumping on thy knees, | : 
Threw down the draught ?- O! was a 95 nous 


draught 
That we'ad = pod for this ;—and then thou 

beat'ſt | 
The cur, for ms of thy life,— 


* H A U B E R T. 
2 5 Ye pen! 
Fool that I was! and ivgrats unto Heav'n !/— 


How 


£I 


4 
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How mines the hand of Providence around, Fu 
| Ang _— forces x me from miſery ! ! 


5" A eee 


For me my hour is come my time is paſt 5 
I know not. what to do—or where to turn 8 


N 
-$%.4 1 


Or where to look for comfort, or relief 


* 


- Forward, I cannot—back, I dare not 100. Y % 
O | eyes be ſhut !—for thou, my ſon, N 1. 
I have a ſin ſo black upon my mind 9 
1 dare not tell thee—yet I muſt—Conſtantia, 
dhe N 1 am n ee me— 


e (Du.) 


| 1 116 . 


7 


Take of — bolt remove them bence— 
They have foreſtall'd their 18 Gar own 
- hands 14 E 

- Robb'd juſtice of its NR 297 7 4% 


SCENE X. 
po CnaunenT—LEWS, g 
* E . 1 8, 
| Then he is gone! boar : 
CHAUBERT. 


Lum nl *tis thy hand—1 tremble and adore— 
LO „„ | * 


3 


, x4 
ie oe ² OO 
F 2. : 


% CHAUBERT, on. 


W 1-8 


4 But my eee what meant thoſe woke 
That parted from his laſt, and dying breath 
My perturbated thoughts would fain create 

Some frightful image to alarm my ſoul, | 

Spoke not Louiſa ? Spoke not Lyons 'too ? © 
And talk'd not one of love, and one of death? | 


away, a ſeek her r ;—hence, 7 7 fears 13 


CasbsaarLaun-Stsvanr. 


SERVANT. 


Stay, fir; I crave your ear —and dread to be 
"The meſſenger-of ſuch ill-fated news. Ss 


LE W Y 8. 
Ha what's the matter? Speak—fay, how's * 
lady? 


SERVANT. 
Soon as I hear'd of your arrival here, 


And of the ſtrange diſeoy” ry in Wis A 
y duty urge me- 


a L E W x, 8. 
e 5 how is my err, 0 


4 ” 
4 + S 4 7 
* e e 
5 8 | ; 4 RE &, | 
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7 : 5 
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"SERVANT: 1 
Alas! 1 gread to e is— no more. 


? 1 n 5 a : L F: 
N 7 * a — 
; ? "Y S «A : 
WT f 
- # . L 5 ; 


Tri is a ee | 


'$ ER VA N Te 
O! would to Heav'n it were! 0 1 


The voice of fame reports, it was bend 1 


Who caus'd her hapleſs end— — 


ö 1 FY % 
*Tis extfocirtion Iyft— PE es | 5 
It cannot be there's nought on earth oquld doi 1. 3 
SERVANT Zi 
Alas it is too true—ſhe was diſcover d FL 
Some time ago, breathleſs u pon her bed. 


CHAUDERT: WE 


1 


| L E W 5 N 
Ha! 1 me on- O Chaubert 1 me on 
For I will find her out, and follow her— — En 
I'll breathe my ſoul into her clay cold e, 5 
And kindle her's to life or ſhould J fail, 5 
Pl Drag it out t and . at ets _ her,— 


8 


Wo IM SCENE 


Ed 


132 CHAUBERT; on, 


s C E N E Au. 
| Cnaunenr—Liws—ConsrANTIA. 


(Lewis going meets e is fruck at the 
Hebt.) 
„„ 15 8. 
ene! what ſee 17 oy Conſtantia? {£3 
Alive and. breathing ?—ſuch as ſhe was wont? 


Sweet, fair and lovely? (advancing) tis my o n 


Conſtantia— 
Say—is it ſo—or is 't thy ling'ring hoſt 


That hovers round to beckon me away Ko,” 
CONSTANTIA. 
"Tis thy IIa owe 5 

1220 embrace.) 


„ 


Kind heav'n be- bleſt how came the Tying 
tongue | 

Of rumour to ſpread wide a tale of donch 7 

And petrify each current of my ſoul 

With: horror and deſpair ?—What meant the tale 7 


CONSTANTIA. 


Twas not ill founded—for if gentle = 
Be near a · kin to death, ſay what could be 
The ſolemn trance — 5 away each ſign 


of 
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Of life, and motion ;—and inwrapt my ſoul 
(Heav'n knows how n dark and, | deep. 
oblivion ? _ 


75 9 


Ves; I have had a 5 ws — 


Almoſt to death; but thus to ope my eyes 


On love, and joy, was more than I could hope 


Since my recovery, confinement Milben cf 


Has been my fate ;—but your el e 1 
By pray'rs and ee I've AS my freedom. 


27 


1 55 E „ 


3 1 


0 Heav' ns | accept my thanks! how rreat thej joy.” 
When trembling a 225 oy; to  ecſtacy,. 


CHAUBERT. ee 


Lewis! Omy friend)rdokal thanks to thee, 
And didſt thou leave thy all „thy friends, thy love, 
And clothe thee in a ſtranger garb to ſeek _ 
And follow my miſled, and mad'ning ſteps ? 
And fave me from the gaping jaws of death? 


0 thou haſt led me throꝭ the maze of phrenzy ; : 
Haſt pointed to my view't 


x 


And ſhewn me virtue in its lovelieſt late. | 


EL E | w IS. 
Heav'n th 3 ſo abhorr'd and dren a eme 
Kindly extracts a bleſſing to | mankind, 


CHAU- 


4 


Sy 


the hand of hep n 


2 


* 


134 er o. „„ 1 
e nn IG 
All gracious pow'r ! before whoſe Pry eye 

So foul have I offended=O forgive . 

For I have dar'd to que ſtion thy 3 Tj 

To doubt thy juſtice, and contemn thy ron 3 

And turn the enemy of all mankind— 

But ah |—how viſible thy ruling hand ! w 

Light ſaſhes upon light; - and proofs abound ri 

©! I have vilely err'd—than beaſt more vile 

Dar'd to diſown fair nature's ſofteſt claims; 

© Dar'd to withſtand each inwatd charitj j 

And feed myſelf on mu and devaſtation. - 


# 


L k W I 8. 


1 thought, ere long, thy ſoul, of EP mould. 
And form'd to virtue's pure and lovely bent, 
Would leave its wandering; and ſeek its home. 
But let us hence nor let ſuch direful ſcenes * 
Cloud this fair moment of deliverance. 
From this abhorred ſpot we will retire ; ” 
And tell our mutual taleg ; that muſt contain 5 


Full ſure, of novelty, and wonder much = _ 
 Chaubert—henceforth be oneour fates—attend us. 


CHAUBERT.. 


Go ye, e enjoy the bleſſings ye deferve= 1 
And fill the hours of love and youth with pleaſure; 
: | | May 


55 May every bliſs ill hoyer round your heads, 
 Andey'ry charm that life can yield, be our 
For me, a ſtate of penitence, and pray'r 5 
Will better ſuit; and for the brief remainder 
of my abode on earth, I Fol 1 8 


; Not AS A a ſel6ſh, os ſecluded 8 1 
| That cares for others nought but als himſelf 
With lazy indolence, and ſullen pride j— - 
But, as a holy father, warm with love, 
And mild benevolence towards my kind. 5 
Be t mine to recompence the wrongs I've done; 
To watch, and heal the riſings of diſtreſs; 
To ſooth the ſick-bed, and the dying ſave; 
And wipe the eye, od chear the heart of woes 
For ſure he moſt himſelf affimilates 


To Heav'n, who ſpreads his bleſſings wideſt round 5 
And the far nobleſt feeling that can arm 
The human boſom, is-—Humanity, —- 
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